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TO  T H E 


Right  Honourable 

Philip  Earl  of  Leycefler , &c. 

FAR  be  it  from  me,  ("My  moft  Noble  Lord)  to  think,  that 
any  thing  which  my  meannels  can  produce,  fliou’d  be  wor- 
thy to  be  offer’d  to  your  Patronage  $ or  that  ought  which  I can 
fay  of  you  (hon’d  recommend  you  farther,  to  the  efleem  of  good 
men  in  this  prefent  Age,  or  to  the  veneration  which  will  cer 
taiiily  be  paid  you  by  Pofterity.  On  the  other  fide,  I muft 
acknowledg  it  a great  preemption  in  me,  to  make  you  this  Ad- 
drefs  ; and  fo  much  the  greater,  becaufe  by  the  common  fuf- 
frage  even  of  contrary  parties,  you  have  been  always  regarded, 
as  one  of  the  firft  Perfons  of  the  Age, and  yet  no  one  Writer  has 
dar’d  to  tell  you  fo : Whether  we  have  been  all  confcious  to  our 
felvesthatit  was  a needlefs  labour  to  give  this  notice  to  Mankind, 
as  all  men  are  afham’d  to  tell  ftale  news,  or  that  we  were  jufily 
diffident  of  our  own  performances,  as  even  Cicero  is  obferv’d  to 
be  in  awe  when  he  writes  to  Atticus  ; where  knowing  himfelf 
overmatch’d  in  good  fenfe,  and  truth  of  knovvledg,  he  drops  the 
gawdy  train  of  words,  and  is  no  longer  the  vain-glorious  Ora- 
tor. From  whatever  reafonitmay  be,  lam  the firft bold  offen- 
der of  this  kind  : I have  broken  down  the  fence,  and  ventur’d 
into  the  Holy  Grove  ; how  I may  be  punifh’d  for  my  profane 
attempt,  I know  not;  but  I wifti  it  may  not  be  of  ill  Omen  to 
your  Lordfliip ; and  that  a crowd  of  bad  Writers,  do  not  rufh 
into  the  quiet  of  your  recedes  after  me.  Every  man  in  all  chang- 
es of  Government,  which  have  been,  or  may  poffibly  arrive, 
will  agree,  rhat  I cou’d  not  have  offer’d  my  Ineenfe,  where  it 
cou’d  be  fo  well  deferv’d.  For  you.  My  Lord,  are  fecure  in 
your  own  merit ; and  all  Parties,  as  they  rife  uppermoft,  are 
fure  to  court  you  in  their  turns;  ’tis  a tribute  which  has  ever 
been  paid  your  vertue : The  leading  men  ftill  bring  their  bul- 
lion to  your  mint,  to  receive  the  ftamp  of  their  intrinfick  value, 
that  they  may  afterwards  hope  to  pafs  with  human  kind.  They 
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rife  and  fall  in  the  variety  of  Revolutions  s and  are  fometimcs 
great,  and  therefore  wife  in  mens  opinions,  who  mud  court  them 
for  their  intereft : But  the  reputation  of  their  parts  mod  com- 

monly follows  their  fuccefs  $ few  of  ’em  are  wife,  but  as  they 
are  in  power : Becaufe  indeed, they  have  no  fphere  of  their  own, 
but  like  the  Moon  in  the  Copernican  Syfteme  of  the  World,  are 
whirl’d  about  by  the  motion  of  a greater  Planer.  This  it  is  to 
be  ever  bufie  5 neither  to  give  red  totheir  Fellow  creatures,  nor, 
which  is  more  wretchedly  ridiculous,  to  themfelves : Tho 
truly,  the  latter  is  a kind  of  juftice,  and  giving  Mankind  a due 
revenge,  that  they  will  not  permit  their  own  hearts  to  be  at  qui- 
et, who  difturb  the  repofe  of  all  befide  them.  Ambitious  Me- 
teors ! how  willing  they  are  to  fet  themfelves  upon  the  Wing ; 
and  taking  every  occafion  of  drawing  upward  to  the  Sun  : Not 
confidering  that  they  have  no  more  time  allow’d  them  for  their 
mounting,  than  the  (hart  revolution  of  a day':  and  that  when 
the  light  goes  from  them,  they  are  of  neceffity  to  fall.  How 
much  happier  is  he,  (and  who  he  is  I need  not  fay,  for  there 
is  but  one  Pi.cenix  in  an  Age,J  who  centring  on  himfelf,  remains 
immovable,  and  fmiles  at  the  madnefs  of  the  dance  about  him. 
He  poffeffes  the  midft,  which  is  the  portion  offafety  and  con- 
tent : He  will  not  be  higher,  becaufe  he  needs  it  not  3 but  by 
the  prudence  of  that  choice,  he  puts  it  out  of  Fortunes  power 
to  throw  him  down.  ’Tis  confeft,  that  if  he  had  not  fo  been 
born,  he  might  have  been  too  high  for  happinefs  3 but  not  en- 
deavoring to  afeend,  he 'fecures  the  native  height  ofhisftation 
from  envy  3 arid  cannot  defeend  from  what  he  is,  becaufe  he 
depends  not  on  another.  What  a glorious  Character  was  this 
once  in  Rome  3 I fhou’d  fay  in  Athens , when  in  the  difturbances 
of  a Stare  as  mad  as  ours,  the  wife  Pomponius  tranfported  all 
the  remaining  wifdom  and  vertue  of  his  Country,  into  the  San- 
£hiary  of  Peace  and  Learning.  But,  I wou’d  ask  the  World, 
ffor  you,  My  Lord,  are  too  nearly  concern'd  to  judge  this 
Caufe)  whether  there  may  not  yet  be  found,  a Character  of  a 
Noble  Eoglifhman3equally  fhining  with  that  iiluftrious  Roman} 
Whether  I need  to  name  a fecond  Atticus  3 or  whether  the  W orld 
has  not  already  prevented  me,  and  fix'd  it  there  without  my 
naming.  Not  a fecond  with  a longo  fed  proximus  interval lo,  not 
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a Young  Murcellus , flatter’d  by  a Poet,  into  a refemblance  of 
the  firft,  with  a frons  beta  parum,  & dejetto  inntina  vnltu , and  the 
reft  that  follows,  ft  qua  fataafpera  ru/npasTu  Marcellus  eris  : But 
a Perfon  of  the  fame  ftampand  magnitude;  who  owes  nothing 
to  the  former,  befidcs  the  Word  Roman,  and  the  Superftition 
of  reverence,  devolving  on  him  by  the  precedency  of  eighteen 
hundred  years.  One  who  walks  by  him  with  equal  paces,  and 
(hares  the  eyes  of  beholders  with  him  : One,  who  had  been  firft, 
had  he  firfUiv’d  5 and  in  fpight  of  floating  veneration  is  (till  his 
equal.  Both  of  them  born  of  Noble  Families  in  unhappy  Ages, 
of  change  and  tumult  3 both  of  them  retiring  from  Affairs  of 
State:  Ytt,  not  leaving  the  Common-wealth,  till  it  had  left  it 
felf  5 but  never  returning  to  publick  bufinefs,  when  they  had 
once  quitted  it  5 tho  courted  by  the  Heads  of  either  Party.  But 
who  woud  truft  the  quiet  of  their  lives,  with  the  extravagan- 
cies of  their  Countrymen,  when  they  were  juft  in  the  giddinefs 
of  their  turning ; when  the  ground  was  tottering  under  them 
at  every  nsoment  y and  none  cou’d  girds  whether  the  next  heave 
of  the  Earthquake,  wou’d  fettle  them  on  the  firft  Foundation, 
or  fwallow  it  ? Both  of  them  knew  Mankind  exactly  weJl  3 for 
both  of  them  began  that  ftudy  in  themfelves$  and  there  they 
found  the  bed  part  of  humane  compofition,  the  word  they 
learn’d  by  long  experience  of  the  folly,  ignorance,  and  immo- 
rality of  moft  befide  them.  Their  Philofophy  on  both  fides, 
wasnot  wholly  (peculative,  for  that  is  barren,  and  produces 
dothing  but  vain  Ideas  of  things  which  cannot  poffibly  be 
known  3 or  if  they  cou’d,  yet  wou’d  only  terminate  in  the  un- 
demanding 5 but  it  was  a noble,  vigorous,  and  practical  Philo- 
fophy, which  exerted  it  felf  in  all  the  offices  of  pity,  to  thofe 
who  were  unfor;  unate,  and  deferv’d  not  fo  to  be.  The  Friend 
was  always  more  confider’d  by  them  than  the  caufe : And  an 
Offavius,  or  an  Anthony  in  diftrefs,  were  reliev’d  by  them,  as 
well  as  a Brutus  or  a Cojjius.  For  the  lowermoft  party  to  a 
noble  mind,  is  ever  the  fitted  objeft  of  good  will.  The  elded 
of  them,  I will  fuppofe  for  his  honour,  to  have  been  of  the 
Academick  Seft,  neither  Dogmatift  nor  Stoick  3 if  he  were  nor, 
I am  furehe  ought  in  common  juftice,  to  yield  the  precedency 
to  his  younger  Brother.  For  ftiffnefs  of  Opinion  h the  effeft 
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of  Prick,  and  not  of  Philofophy : *Tis  a miferable  Preemp- 
tion of  thatknowledg  which  humane  Nature  is  too  narrow  to 
contain.  And  the  ruggednefs  of  a Stoickis  only  a filly  affe&ation 
of  being  a Cod  : To  wind  himfelf  up  by  Pulleys,  to  an  infen- 
fibility  of  fuffering  3 and  at  the  fame  time  to  give  the  lye  to 
his  own  Experience,  by  faying  hefufftrs  not,  what  he  knows 
he  feels.  True,  Philofophy  is  certainly  of  a more  pliant  Nature, 
and  more  accommodated  to  human  ufe  5 Homo  fum , kumaxiame 
nihil  alienum  puto.  A wife  man  will  never  attempt  an  impoffi- 
bility  3 and  fuch  it  is  to  ftrain  himferf  beyond  the  nature  of  his 
Being  3 either  to  become  a Deity,  by  being  above  fuffering,  or 
to  debafe  himfelf  into  a Stock  or  Stone,  by  pretending  not  to 
feel  it.  To  find  in  our  felves  the  Weaknelies  and  Imperfections 
of  our  wretched  Kind,  is  furely  the  rnoft  reafonable  ftep  we 
can  make  towards  the  Compaffion  of  our  fellow  Creatures.  I 
cou’d  give  Examples  of  this  kind  in  the  fecond  Atticus.  In  every 
turn  of  State,  without  meddling  on  either  fide,  he  has  always 
been  favorable  and  aflifting  to  oppreft  Merit.  The  Praifes  which 
were  given  by  a great  Poet  to  the  late  Queen  Mother  on  her  re- 
building Somerfet  Palace^  one  part  of  which  was  fronting  to  the 
mean  Houles  on  the  other  fide  of  the  Water,  are  as  juftly  his : 

For , the  dijlrejl , and  the  afflifted  lye 

Mojl  in  his  Thoughts , and  always  in  his  Eye. 

Neither  has  he  fo  far  forgotten  a poor  Inhabitant  of  his  Suburbs, 
whofe  beft  profpeft  is  on  the  Garden  of  Leicefler-Hoitfe  3 but 
that  more  than  once  he  has  been  offering  him  his  Patronage,  to 
reconcile  him  to  a World,  of  which  his  Misfortunes  have  made 
him  weary.  There  is  another  Sidney  (till  remaining,  tho  there 
can  never  be  another  Spencer  to  deferve  the  Favor.  But  one 
Sidney  gave  his  Patronage  to  the  applications  of  a Poet  3 the 
other  offer’d  it  unask’d.  Thus,  whether  as  a fecond  Atticus , 
or#a  fecond  Sir  Philip  Sidney , the  latter,  in  all  relpefts,  will  not 
have  the  worfe  of  the  comparifon3  and  if  he  will  take  up  with 
the  fecond  place,  the  World  will  not  fo  far  flatter  his  Modefiy, 
2s  to  feat  him  there,  unlefs  it  be  out  of  a deference  of  Manners, 
that  he  may  place  himfelf  where  he  pleafes  at  his  own  Table. 

I may 
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I may  therefore  fafely  conclude,  that  he,  who  by  the  con- 
flnt  of  all  men,  bears  fo  eminent  a Character,  will  out  of  his 
inborn  Noblenefs,  forgive  the  Preemption  of  this  Addrcfs. 
Tts  an  unfinifh’d  Pifture,  Iconfefs,  but  the  Lines  and  Features 
are  fo  like,  that  it  cannot  be  miftaken  for  any  other  and  with- 
out writing  any  name  under  it,  every  beholder  mud  cry  out, 
at  the  fird  fight,  this  was  defign’d  for  Atticus $ but  the  bad  Art- 
id,  has  cad  too  much  of  him  into  (hades.  But  I have  this  Ex- 
cufe,  that  even  the  greater  Maders  commonly  fall  (hort  of  the 
bed  Faces.  They  may  flatter  an  indifferent  Beauty  $ but  the 
excellencies  of  Nature,  can  have  no  right  done  to  them  : For 
there  both  the  Pencil  and  the  Pen  are  overcome  by  the  Digni- 
ty of  the  Subjed  j as  our  admirable  Waller  has  exprefs’d  it  } 

The  Hero's  Race  tranfeends  the  Poet's  Thought. 

There  are  few  in  any  Age  who  can  bear  the  load  of  a Dedica- 
tion 3 for  where  Praife  is  undeferv’d,  ’tis  Satyr  : Tho  Satyr  on  Fol- 
ly is  now  no  longer  a Scandal  to  any  one  Perfon,  where  a whole 
Age  is  dipt  together , yet  I had  rather  undertake  a Multitude 
one  way,  t ban  a (ingle  Aiticus  the  other  $ for  ’tis  eafier  to  defeend, 
than  ’tis  to  climb.  I fhou’d  have  gone  afham’d  out  of  the 
World,  if  Ihad  not  3t  leaft  attempted  this  Addrefs,  which  [ have 
long  thought  owing  : And  ifl  had  never  attempted, I might  have 
been  vain  enough  to  think  I might  have  fucceeded  in  it : now  I 
have  made  the  Experiment,  and  have  fail’d,  through  my  lln- 
worthinefs.  I may  reft  fatisfi’d,  that  either  the  Adventure  is  not 
to  be  atchiev’d  , or  that  it  is  referv’d  for  fome  other  hand. 

Be  pleas’d  therefore,  fmee  the  Family  of  the  Attici  is  and 
ought  to  be  above  the  common  Forms  of  concluding  Letters, 
that  I may  take  my  leave  in  the  Words  of  Cicero  to  the  firft  of 
them : Afc,  0 Pomponi,  valde  pocnitet  vivere  : tantum  te  oro , ut 
quoniam  me  ipfe  femper  amajii,  ut  eodem  amore  Jis  5 ego  nimirun ,% 
idem  fum.  Inimici  mi  me  a mihi  non  meipjum  ademernnt . Cura , 
Attice, , utvaleas. 


Dabam  Cal. 
Jan.  1690. 
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WHether  it  happen'd  through  a long  difufi  of  Writing , that 
1 forgot  the  ufual  compafs  of  a Play  3 or  that  by  crowd- 
ing  it,  with  Characters  and  Incidents , I put  a necejfity  upon  my 
felf  of  lengkthning  the  main  Adion,  I know  not  3 but  the  firfi  days 
Audience  fiffckntly  convinc  d me  of  my  error  3 and  that  the  Poem 
was-  infupportably  too  long . *Tis  an  ill  ambition  of  us  Poets , to 
pleafe  an  Audience  with  more  than  they  can  bear  : And , fuppofwg 
that  we  wrote  as  well , as  vainly  we  imagin  our  felves  to  write  ; yet 
we  ought  to  confider  , that  no  man  can  bear  to  be  long  tickled . 
There  is  a naufeoufnefs  in  a City  feafi  when  we  are  to  fit  four  hours 
after  we  are  cloy d.  lam , therefore , in  the  firfi  place,  to  acknow* 
Iedg  with  all  manner  of  gratitude , their  civility  3 who  were  pleas'd 
to  endure  it  with  fo  much  patience,  to  be  weary  with  fo  much  good 
nature  and  fileme , and  not  to  explode  an  entertainment , which  was 
defignd  to  pleafe  them  3 or  difeourage  an  Author , whoje  misfortunes 
have  once  more  brought  him  again fi  his  will , upon  the  Stage . While 
I continue  in  thefe  bad  circumjiances , (and  truly  l fee  very  little 
probability  of  coming  out : ) 1 mufi  be  oblig'd  to  write , and  if  I 
may  fill  hope  for  the  fame  kind  ufage , I fall  the  lefs  repent  of  that 
hard  necejfity . J write  not  this  out  of  any  expectation  to  be  pityed  3 
for  I have  Enemies  enow  to  wifh  me  yet  in  a worfe  condition  3 
but  give  me  leave  to  fay , that  if  I can  pleafe  by  writing,  as  I fall 
endeavour  it,  the  Town  may  be  fomewhat  oblig'd  to  my  misfortunes, 
for  a part  of  their  diverfion . Having  been  longer  acquainted  with 
the  Stage,  than  any  Poet  now  living,  and  having  obferv  d how  dif- 
ficult it  was  to  pleafe  3 that  the  humours  of  Comedy  were  almofi  fpent , 
that  Love  and  Honour  (the  mi fiakenTo picky  of  Tragedy)  were  quite 
worn  out,  that  the  Theaters  cou'd  not  jupport  their  charges,  that  the 
Audience  fcrfool^them,  that  young  men  without  Learning  fet  up  for 
judges,  and  that  they  talked  loudefi , who  underfood  the  leaf:  all 
thefe  difeouragements  had  not  only  wean 'd  me  from  the  Stage,  hut 
had  aljo  given  me  a loathing  of  it.  B ut  enough  of  this  : the  diffi- 
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cutties  continue  3 they  in  cr  cafe,  and  lam  f ill  condemn  d to  dig  in 
thofe  exhaujicd  Mires.  Whatever  ftnlt  I next  commit,  rcjl  affnrd 
it  Jhallnot  be  that  of  too  much  length  : Above  twelve  hinder  d lines 
have  been  cut  off  from  this  Tragedy,  fence  it  was  fir  ft  deliver'd  to 
the  A dors.  They  were  indeed  fo  judicioufly  lopt  by  Mr  Betterton, 
to  tvhofe  care  and.  excellent  aBion,  lam  equally  oblig'd,  that  the 
connexion  cf  the  ft ory  was  not  loft  3 but  on  the  other  fide,  it  was 
impojjible  to  prevent  feme  part  of  the  action  from  being  precipitated, 
and  coming  on  without  that  due  preparation,  which  is  requir'd  to 
all  great  events  : as  in  particular,  that  of  railing  the  Mobile,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  Fourth  A3  5 which  a Man  of  Benaucar’j  cool 
Character,  coud  not  naturally  attempt , without  taking  all  thofe  pre- 
cautions, which  he  forefaiv  won  d be  necejfary  to  render  his  defgn 
fuccefsful.  On  this  con  ft deration,  I have  replac'd  thofe  lines,  threugh 
the  whole  Poem  3 and  thereby  reftord  it,  to  that  clearnefs  of  concep- 
tion, and  (if  I may  dare  to  fay  itj  that  luftre , and  n*  afeuline  vigour, 
in  which  it  was  fir  ft  written . Tis  obvious  to  every  under  fan  ding 

Reader , that  the  moft  poetical  parts , which  are  Dcferiptions , Ima- 
ges, Similitudes , and  Moral  Sentences  3 arc  thofe,  which  of  necejfi- 
iy  were  to  be  par'd  away , when  the  body  was  fwoln  into  too  large  a 
bulk^ for  the  reprefentation  of  the  Stage.  But  there  is  a vaji  diffe- 
rence betwixt  a public fe  entertainment  on  the  Theatre,  and  a pri- 
vate reading  in  the  Clojet : In  the  fir  ft  we  are  confin'd  to  time , and 
though  we  talk^not  by  the  hour-glajs,  yet  the  Watch  often  drawn  cut 
of  the  pocket,  warns  the  Actors , that  their  Audience  is  weary ; in 
the  lajt,  every  Reader  is  judge  of  his  cwn  convenience  3 he  can  take, 
up  the  bock^  and  lay  it  down  at  his  pleafure  3 and  find  out  thofe  beau- 
ties of  propriety  t%in  thought  and  writing,  which  efcap'd  him  in  the 
tumult  and  hurry  of  reprefenting . And  / dare  boldly  promifefor  this 
Play , that  in  the  roughneft  of  the  numbers  and  cadences,  (which  I 
affure  was  not  cafual,  but fo  aefegn'd,j)  you  voill fee  fomewhat  more  ma- 
Jterly  arifug  to  your  view,  than  in  mofl , if  not  any  of  my  former  Tra- 
gedies. There  is  a more  noble  daring  in  the  Figures  and  more  fuit- 
able  to  the  loftinefs  of  the  Sub  jell  3 and  befdes  this  fome  newneffes  of 
Englifb,  tranflated  from  the  Beauties  of  Modern  Tongues,  as  well 
as  from  the  elegancies  of  the  Latin  3 and  here  and  there  fome  old 
words  are  fprinkjed,  which  for  their  (ignificance  andfonnd,defervd 
not  to  he  antiquated 3 fuch  as  we  often  find  in  Salujl  amongft  the 
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Rowan  Authors,  and  in  Milton/  Paradife  amongf  ours $ though 
perhaps  the  latter  i njlead  of  fprinkling , has  dealt  them  with  too 
free  a hand , even  feme  times  to  the  obfeuring  of  his  fenfe. 

As  for  the  jiory  or  plot  of  the  Tragedy , ’ tis  purely  fitfton-,  for  I 
take  it  up  where  the  Hijiory  has  laid  it  down.  We  are  affurd  by  all 
Writers  of  thofe  times , that  Sebaftian  a young  Prince  of  great  cou- 
rage and  expectation,  undertook.  that  War  partly  upon  a religious 
account , partly  at  the  folli citation  of  Muiey-Mahumef,  who  had 
been  driven  out  of  his  Dominions , by  Abdelmelech,  or  as  others 
call  him  Muley-Moluch  his  nigh  Kinfman , who  dejeended  from 
the  fame  Family  of  the  Xeriffv  5 whofe  Fathers  Hamet  and  Maho- 
met had  conquer  d that  Umpire  with  joint  Forces  5 and  fear'd  it  be- 
twixt them  after  their  victory  : That  the  body  of  Do  n Sebaftian  was 
never  found  in  the  Field  of  Battel  5 which  gave  occafonfor  many  to 
believe,  that  he  was  not  fain  5 that fome  years  after,  when  the  Spa- 
niards with  a pretended  title,  by  force  of  Arms  had  TJfurfd  the 
Crown  of  Portugal,  from  the  Houfe  of  Braganza,  a certain  Perfon 
who  call'd  himjelf  Don  Sebaft  ian,  and  had  all  the  marks  of  his  body 
and  features  of  his  face,  appear'd  rf/ Venice,  ivhere  he  was  own'd  by 
feme  of  his  Country-men  $ but  being  feiz'd  by  the  Spaniards  was  firjt 
Imprifond,  then  fent  to  the  Gallics , and  at  lafl  put  to  Death  in  pri- 
vate\ 'Tis  mofi  certain,  that  the  Portuguefes  expelled  his  return 

for  almojl  an  Age  together  after  that  Battel  5 which  is  at  leaf  a proof 
of  their  extream  love  to  his  Memory  5 and  the  ufage  which  they  had 
from  their  new  Conquerors , might  pojfibly  make  them  fo  extravagant 
in  their  hopes  and  wif:es  fur  their  old  Mafer. 

This  ground  work,  the  Hijiory  afforded  me,  and  I defire  no  better 
to  builcl  a Play  upon  it  : For  where  the  event  of  a great  alii  on  is  left 
doubtful,  there  the  Poet  is  left  Mafer  ; He  may  raife  what  he  pleajes. 
on  that  foundation,  provided  he  makes  it  oj  a piece,  and  according 
to  the  rule  of  probability . From  hence  1 was  only  oblig'd,  that  Se- 
baftian (bond  return  to  Portugal  no more  5 but  at  the  fame  time  I 
had  hi  mat'  my  own  difpofal,  whether  to  be  flow  him  in  A ftrick,  or  in 
any  other  corner  of  the  World,  or  to  have  clos'd  the  Tragedy  with  his 
death  $ and  the  lafl  of  thefe  was  certainly  the  mofi  cafie,  but  for  the 
fame  reafon , the  leaf  artful  } becaufe  as  I have  fomewhere  faid , the 
poy fin  and  the  dagger  are  fill  at  hand,  to  butcher  a Heroe , when  a 
Pott  wants  the  brains,  to  Jave  him . It  being  therefore  only  necefjarp 
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according  to  the  Laws  of  the  Drama,  that  Sebaftian  JIjoh'cI  no  wore 
lejeempon  the  Th  rone , I leave  ft  for  the  World  to  judge , wh  ether 
or  no  I hdbe  difpofed  of  him  according  to  art , or  have  bungled  up  the 
conclufion  of  his  adventure.  In  the  drawing  of  his  char  after  I for- 
got net  piety , which  any  one  may  objerve  to  be  one  principal  ingredient 
of  it  5 even  fo  jar  its  to  be  a habit  in  him  5 though  Ifiow  him  once 
to  be  tranfported  from  it  by  the  violence  of  a fudden  pajfion , to  en 
deavor  a felf  murther . This  being  prefuppos’d,  that  he  was  Religion , 
the  horror  of  his  incejf  tho  innocently  committed,  was  thebejt  rea- 
fon  which  the  Stage  coud  give  f or  hindring  his  return . 5 Tis  true  / 

have  no  right  to  blaft  his  Memory , with  fuch  a crime  : but  declaring 
it  to  be  fiftion , I dcjire  my  Audience  to  thinks  it  no  longer  true , than 
while  they  are  feeing  it  reprejented  : For  that  once  ended , he  may  be 
a Saint  for  ought  I know  5 and  we  have  reafonto  prefume  he  is.  On 
this  fuppofltion , it  was  unreafonable  to  have  hill’d  him ; for  the 
■ Learned  Mr.  BLymer  has  well  obfervd , that  in  all  punifiments  we 
are  to  regulate  our  felves  by  Poetical  jujlice  5 and  according  to  thofe 
meafures  an  involuntary  fin  deferves  not  death  5 from  whence  it  fol- 
lows , that  to  divorce  himfelffrom  the  beloved  cbjeft , to  retire  into  a 
defart , and  deprive  himfelf  of  a Throne , was  the  utmojl  punijhment , 
which  a Poet  coud  inflift , as  it  was  alfo  the  utmojl  reparationyvhich 
Sebaftian  could  make . For  what  relates  to  Almeyda,  her  part  is 
wholly  fiftitious  : I know  it  is  the  jurname  of  a noble  Family  in 
Portugal,  which  was  very  injlrnmental  in  the  Rejloration  of  Don 
John  de  Braganza,  Father  to  the  mo  ft  Illujlrious  and  mojt  Pious 
Princefs  our  ffhieen  Dowager.  The  French  Author  of  a Novel, 
call’d  Don  Sebaftian,  has  given  that  name  to  an  Affrican  Lady  of 
his  own  invention , and  makes  her  Sifter  to  Muley-Mahumet.  But 
I have,  wholly  chang'd  the  accidents , and  borrow’d  nothing  but  the 
fuppofttion , that  fie  was  lelov  d by  the  King  of  Portugal.  Tho , if 
1 had  taken  the  whole  jlory,  and  wrought  it  up  into  a Play , I might 
have  dotoe  it  exaftly  according  to  the  praftice  of  almojl  all  the  Anci- 
ents 5 who  were  never  accus’d  of  being  Plagiaries , for  building  their 
Tragedies  on  known  Fables . Thus  Augultus  Cadar  wrote  an  Ajax, 
which  was  not  the  lefs  his  own , becaufe  Euripides  had  written  a Play 
before  him  on  that  Subjeft.  Thus  of  late  years  Corneille  writ  an 
Oedipus  after  Sophocles  5 and  I have  defign'd  one  after  him,  which 
I wrote  with  Mr.  Lee,  yet  neither  the  French  Poet  Jlole  from  the 
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Greek,  nor  we  front  the  French  man.  9Tis  the  contrivance , the 
new  turn,  and  new  charaSers , which  alter  4 he  proper ty%and  make 
it  ours.  The  Materia  Poetica  is  as  common  to  all  Writers , as  the 
Materia  Medica  to  all  Phyficians.  Thus  in  cur  Chronicles,  Da- 
niels Hifiory  is  fill  his  own,  though  Matthew  Paris,  Stow  and 
Hollingthed  writ  before  hint , otkerwife  we  nfujl  have  been  content 
with  their  dull  relations , if  a better  Pen  had  not  been  allow'd  to 
come  after  them,  and  write  his  own  account  after  a new  and  better 
manner. 

I wvjl  farther  declare  freely,  that  I have  not  exactly  kept  to  the 
three  Mechanick  rules  of  unity  : I knew  them  and  had  them  in  my 
eye , but  follow'd  them  only  at  a di fiance  $ for  the  Coni  us  of  the  En- 
gliih  cannot  bear  too  regular  a Play  5 we  are  given  to  variety , even 
to  a debauchery  of  Pleafure.  My  Scenes  are  therefore  fometimes  bro- 
ken, becaufe  my  Vnder-plot  requir'd  them  fo  to  be  5 'though  the  Ge- 
neral Scene  remains  of  the  fame  Cafile  ; and  I have  taken  the  time 
of  two  days y becaufe  the  variety  of  accidents,  which  are  here  repre- 
fented,  coud  not  naturally  he  fuppos'd  to  arrive  in  one  : But  to 
gain  a greater  Beauty,  * tis  lawful  for  a Poet  to  Jkperfede  a lefs. 

I mufi  Ijhgwije  own,  that  1 have  fo  me  what  deviated  from  the 
kpewn  Hifiory,  in  the  death  of  Mtiley-Moluch,  who,  by  all  relations 
dyed  of  a feaver  in  the  Battel,  before  his  Army  had  wholly  won  the 
Fields  but  if  I have  allow'd  him  another  day  of  life , it  was  becaufe 
I flood  in  need  of  fo'fhining  a Character  of  brutality,  as  I have  given 
him  s which  is  indeed  the  fame , with  that  of  the  prefent  Emperor 
Muley  Ifhmael,  as  fome  of  our  Englilh  Officers,  who  have  been  in 
his  Court , have  credibly  inform'd  me. 

I have  been  lifining  what  objections  had  been  made , again  ft  the 
condnU  of  the  Play , but  found  them  all  fo  trivial,  that  if  1 jhoud 
name  them,  a true  critickjvoudimagin  that  1 play  d booty,  and  on- 
ly rais'd  up  fautoms  for  my  filf  to  conquer . Some  are  pleas'd  to 
fay  the  Writing  is  dull  5 but  ^etatem  habet  de  fe  loquatur.  Others 
that  the  double  poyfen  is  unnatural  • let  the  common  received  opinion, 
and  Aufonius  his  famous  Epigram  anfwer  that.  Lafily  a more  ig- 
norant fort  of  Creatures  than  either  of  the  former,  maintain  that 
the  -CharaSer  of  Dorax  , is  not  only  unnatural , but  inconffient 
with  it  filf  s let  them  read  the  Play  and  thinks  again,  and  if  yet 
they  are  not  fatisfied,  cafi  their  eyes  on  that  Chapter  of  the  Wife. 

Montaigne,, 
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Montaigne,  which  is  intituled  de  1’  IncontUnce  dcs  au^zj0  nu- 
maines.  A longer  reply]  is  what  thoje  Cavillers  cleferve  not  $ but  / 
will  give  them  and  i heir  Jetton  s to  under ji and,  that  the  Earl  of 
Dor(et,  was  pleas'd  to  read  the  Tragedy  twice  over  bfore  it  was 
Aided  5 and  did  me  the  favour  to  fend  me  word , that  1 had  writ - 
ten  beyond  any  of  my  former  Plays  5 and  that  he  was  dijp  leas'd  any 
thing  Jhoud  be  Cut  away.  If  I have  not  reafon  to  pref  er  his  (ingle 
judgment  to  a whole  F allion , let  the  World  be  judge  ; for  the  oppo - 
fition  is  the  fame  with  that  0/Lucan’s  Heroe  againji  an  Army  5 con- 
currere  bellum,  atquevirum.  1 think,  I may  mo  deftly  conclude , 
that  ivhatcver  errors  there  may  be , cither  in  the  defign , or  writing 
of  this  Play , they  are  not  thofe  which  have  been  objected  to  it.  I 
think,  alfa,  that  1 am  not  yet  arriv'd  to  the  Age -of  dotting  5 and  that 
I have  given  fomuch  application  to  this  Poem , that  I con'd  not  pro- 
bably let  it  run  into  many  grofs  abfurdities  3 which  may  caution  my 
Enemies  from  too  raffs  a cenfure  $ and  may  alfo  encourage  my 
friends , who  are  many  more  than  I con'd  reafon  ably  have  expelled, 
to  believe  their  kin dnefs  has  not  been  v*ry  undcf  rvedly  befiowed  on 
me . 1 his  is  not  a Play  that  was  huddled  up  in  hafi  5 and  to  fijew 

it  was  not,  I will  own , that  btfide  the  general  Moral  of 'it , which  is 
given  in  the four  lafi  lines,  there  is  a I jo  another  Moral , couch' d un- 
der every  one  of  the  principal  Parts  andCharaUers , which  a judi- 
cious Critickwitt obferve,  though  I point  not4o  it  in  this  Preface . 
And  there  may  be  alfo  fame  fecret  Beauties  in  the  decorum  of  parts, 
and  uniformity  of  defign , which  my  puny  judges  will  not  eajily  find 
out  5 let  them  confiderin  the  lafl  Scene  of  the  fourth  Act,  whether 
I have  not  preferv d the  rule  of  decency , in  giving  all  the  advantage 
to  the  Royal  Character  5 and  in  making  Dorax  farfl  fubmit : Per- 
haps too  they  may  have  thought , that  it  was  through  indigence  of  Cha- 
racters, that  I have  given  the  fame  to  Sebaltian  and  Alcncyda  5 
and  confeqvently  made  them  ahkg’in  all  things  but  their  Sex.  But 
let  them  look  a little  deeper  into  the  matter , and  they  will  find  that 
this  identity  of  Character  in  the  great nefs  of  their  Souls  5 was  in- 
tended for  a preparation  of  the  final  ai fc overy,  and  that  the  lihfinefa 
of  their  nature,  was  a fair  hint  to  the  proximity  of  thejr  blood. 

To  avoid  fhe  imputation  of  too  m.:ch  vanity  f for  all  Writers,  and 
effect  ally  Poets  will  have  fomef  1 will  give  but  one  other  iuflance, 
in  relation  to  the  Uniformity  of  the  defign.  1 have  obfarv  d}  that 
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the  Englifhnv#  not  hear  a thorough  Tragedy  5 but  are  pleas'd,  that 
it  fhoud  be  lightnedwith  underparts  of  mirth.  It  had  been  eajie  for 
me  to  have  given  my  Audience  a better  conrfe  of  Comedy,  I 'mean  a 
more  diverting , than  that  of  Antonio  and  Morayma.  But  I dare 
appeal  even  to  my  Enemies , if  I or  any  man  coud  have  invented  one , 
which  had  been  more  of  a piece , and  more  depending , on  the  ferious 
part  of  the  defign.  For  ivhat  coud  be  more  uniform,  than  to  draw 
from  out  of  the  members  of  a Captive  Court,  the  Subject  of  a Comi- 
cal entertainment  ? To  prepare  this  Epifode,  you  fee  Dora yl  giving 
the  Character  of  Antonio,  in  the  beginning  of  the  Play,  upon  his 
jirji  fight  of  him  at  the  Lottery  3 and  to  make  the  dependence , An- 
tonio is  ingag9  din  the  Fourth  AH,  for  the  deliverance  of  Almey- 
da ; which  is  alfb  prepar'd,  by  his  being  firji  made  a Slave  to  the 
Captain  of  the  Rabble . 

1 fhoud  beg  pardon  for  thefe  infiances  f,  but  perhaps  they  may  be 
cfufe  to  future  Poets,  in  the  conduit  of  their  Plays:  At  leaji  if  / 
appear  too  pojitive^  1 am  growing  old,  and  thereby , in  pojfejfion  of 
fome  experience , which  men  in  years  will  always  ajfume  for  a right 
of  talking.  Certainly,  if  a Man  can  ever  have  reafon  to  Jet  a value 
on  himjelf  ’ tis  when  his  ungenerous  Enemies  are  taking  the  advan- 
tage  of  the  Times  upon  him,  to  ruin  him  in  his  reputation.  Ard 
therefore  for  once , I will  make  bold  to  take  the  Counfel  of  my  Old 
Mdjier  Virgil. 

Tu,  ne  cede  raalis  ; fed,  contra,  audentior  ito. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE 

T O 

DON  SEBASTIAN  King  of  Portugal. 

Spoken  by  a Woman. 

THE  Judge  remov'd , tho  he's  no  more  My  Lord, 

May  plead  at  Bar,  or  at  the  Council-Board  : 

So  may  cafl  Poets  write ; there's  no  Pretension, 

To  argue  lofs  of  Wit  from  lofs  of  Pen ft on. 

7 our  looks  are  cheerful  5 and  in  all  this  place 
I fee  not  one , that  wears  a damning  face . 

The  Britifh  Nation , is  too  brave  to  jhow, 

Ignoble  vengeance , on  a vanquijlfd  foe , 

At 'leaf  be  civil  to  the  Wretch  imploring  y 
And  lay  your  Paws  upon  him , without  roaring  % 

Suppofe  our  Poet  was  your  foe  before  , 

Tet  now , the  bus'nefs  of  the  Field  is  o'er$ 

°Tis  time  to  let  your  Civil  Wars  alone. 

When  Troops  are  into  Winter-quarters  gone . 

Jove  was  alike  to  Latian  and  to  Phrygian  3 
And  you  well  know , a Play’s  of  no  Religion. 

Take  good  advice,  and  pleafe  your  felves  this  day  5 
No  matter  from  what  hands  you  have  the  Play . 

Among  good  Fellows  ev’ry  health  will  pdfs , 

That  Jerves  to  carry  round  another  glafs  : 

When,  with  full  bowls  of  Burgundy  you  dine, 

Tho  at  the  Mighty  Monarch  you  repine, 

7 'on  grant  him  fill  mo  (l  Chriflian , in  his  Wine* 

Thus  far  the  Poet , but  his  brains  grow  Addle  3 
And  all  the  rejl  is  purely  from  this  Noddle „ 

Touve  feen  young  Ladies  at  the  Senate  door. 

Prefer  Petitions , and  your  grace  implore  $ 

How  ever  grave  the  Legijlators  were. 

Their 


Their  Caufe  went  ne'er  the  worfe  for  being  fair, 
Reafons  cl  weak,  as  theirs , perhaps  I bring  5 
But  1 con  cl  bribe  you , with  as  good  a thing . 

I heard  him  make  advances  of  good  Nature  5 
That  he  for  once , woud  faeath  his  cutting  Satyr' : 
Sign  but  his  Peace , he  vows  he'll  ne'er  again 
The  f acred  Names  of  Fops  and  Beaus  profane . 
Strike  up  the  Bargain  quickly  5 for  I fwear, 

As  Times  go  now , he  offers  very  fair. 

Be  not  too  hard  on  him , with  Statutes  neither , 
Be  kind  3 and  do  not  fet  your  Teeth  together ? 

To  Jiretch  the  Lawsy  as  Coblers  do  their  Leather. 
Horfesy  by  Papifis  are  nop  to  be  ridden  $ 

But  fare  the  M ufes  Horfe  was  ne'er  forbidden. 
For  in  no  Rate- Book.,  # vpas  ever  found 
That  Pegafusrr^/  valued  at  Five-pound : 

Fine  him  to  daily  Drudging  and  Inditing  5 
And  let  him  pay  his  Taxes  out , in  Writing. 


tu  V 


Don 
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Don  Sebaftian , 


King  of  Portugal 


Act  I.  Scene  I. 

The  Scene  at  Alcazar,  representing  a Market-Place  under  the  Cajlle. 

/ 

Muley-Zeydan,  Ben  due  ar* 


N 


Muly-Zeyd.  OW  Affricd s long  Wars  are  at  an  end  $ 

And  our  parch’d  earth  is  drench’d  in  Chri- 
ftian  Blood, 

My  conquering  Brother  will  have  Slaves 
enow, 

To  pay  his  cruel  VoWs  for  Vi&ory. 

What  hear  you  of  Sehajlian,  King  of  Portugal? 

Benducar.  He  fell  among  a heap  of  flaughter’d  Moors  5 
Though  yet  his  mangled  Carcafe  is  not  found. 

The  Rival  of  our  threatned  Empire,  Mahumet, 

Was  hot  purfued ; and  in  the  general  rout, 

Miftooka  fuelling  Current  for  a Foord  • 

And  in  Mucazer’s  Flood  was  feen  to  rife  ; 

Thrice  was  he  feen  at  length  his  Courier  plung’d. 

And  threw  him  off  5 the  VVaves  whelm’d  over  him, 

And  helplefs  in  his  heavy  arms  hedrownd. 

Mul.Zeyd.  Thus,  then,  a doubtful  Title  is  extinguifh’ cl  t 
Thus,  Moluchj  flill  the  Favorite  of  Fate, 

B 


Swims 


( 1 ) 

Swims  in  a fanguine  torrent  to  the  Throne.  w 

As  if  our  Prophet  only  work’d  for  him  : 

The  Heavens  and  all  the  Stars  are  his  hir’d  Servants. 

As  Mnley-Zeydan  were  not  worth  their  care, 

And  younger  Brothers  but  the  draff  of  Nature. 

Bend.  Be  ftill,  and  learn  the  Toothing  Arts  of  Courts 
Adore  his  fortune,  mix  with  flattering  Crowds, 

And  when  they  praife  him  moft,  be  you  the  loudeft  5 
Your  Brother  is  luxurious,  clofe,  and  cruel, 

Generous  by  fits,  but  permanent  in  mifehief. 

The  (hadow  of  a difeontent  vvou’d  ruin  ur$ 

We  muft  be  fafe  before  we  can  be  great: 

Thefe  things  obferv’d,  leave  me  to  fhape  the  reft. 

Mid.  Z eyd.  You  have  the  Key,  he  opens  inward  to  you. 

Bend.  So  often  try’d,  and  ever  found  fotrue, 

Has  given  me  truft,  and  truft  has  given  me  means 
Once  to  be  falfe  for  all.  I truft  not  him  : 

For  now  his  ends  are  ferv’d,  and  he  grown  abfblute. 

How  am  I fure  to  ftand  who  ferv’d  thofe  ends  ? 

I know  your  nature  open,  mild,  and  grateful  5 
In  fuch  a Prince  the  People  may  bebleft, 

And  I be  fafe. 

Mnl.  Zeyd.  My  Father ! [ Embracing  him. 

Bend . My  future  King  ! (aufpiciou sMnley-Zeydan:') 

Shall  I adore  you  > No,  the  place  is  publick  5 
I worfhip  you  within  5 the  out  ward  ad 
Shall  be  referv’d  till  Nations  follow  me, 

And  Heaven  fhall  envy  you  the  kneeling  World. 

You  know  th’  Aicald  of  Alcazar , Dor  ax  .<? 

Mul.Zeyd.  The  gallant  Renegade  you  mean  ? Bend.  The  fame; 
That  gloomy  out  fide,  like  a r fifty  Cheft, 

Contains  the  fhining  Treafureof  a Soul, 

Refolv’d  and  brave,  he  has  the  Souldiers  hearts, 

And  time  fhall  make  him  ours.  Mnl.  He’s  juft  upon 
Bend.  I know  him  from  a far, 

By  the  long  ftride  and  by  the  fallen  port : 

Retire  my  Lord. 

Wait  on  your  Brothers  Triumph,  yours  is  next, 

His  growth  is  but  a wild  and  fruitlefs  Plant, 
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I'll  cut  his  barren  branches  to  the  ftock, 

And  graft  you  on  to  bear. 

Mid.  Zcyd.  My  Oracle  ! [Exit  Muley-Zeyd, 

Betid.  Yes,  to  delude  your  hopes,  poor  credulous  Fool, 

To  think  that  I wou’d  give  away  the  Fruit 
Of  fo  much  toil,  fuch  guilt,  and  fuch  damnation  3 
If  I am  damn’d,  it  (hall  be  for  my  felf: 

This  eafie  Fool  muft  be  my  Stale,  fet  up 

To  catch  the  Peoples  eyes ; he’s  tame  and  merciful, 

Him  I can  manage,  till  I make  him  odious 
By  fome  unpopular  a<ft,  and  then  dethrone  him. 

Enter  Dorax. 

Now  Dorax  ! 

Dor  ax.  Well  Bemboncar  ! 

Bend.  Bare  Bemboncar  ! 

Dor . Thou  wouldft  have  Titles, take  ’em  then,  Chief  Minifter, 
Firft  Hangman  of  the  State. 

Bend.  Some  call  me  Favourite. 

Dorax,  What’s  that,  his  Minion? 

Thou  art  too  old  to  be  a Catamite ! 

Now  prithee  tell  me,  and  abate  thy  pride,  > 

Is  not  Benducar  Bare,  a better  Name 

In  a Friend’s  mouth,  than  all  thofe  gawdy  Titles, 

Which  I difdain  to  give  the  Man  I love  ? 

Bend.  But  always  out  of  humor,— — * 

Dorax , I have  caufe : 

Tho  all  mankind  is  caufe  enough  for  Satyr. 

Bend.  Why  then  thou  haft  reveng’d  thee  on  mankind, 

They  fay  in  fight,  thou  hadft  a thirfty  Sword,  1 

And  well  ’twas  glutted  there. 

Dorax,  I fpitted  Frogs,  I crufh’d  a heap  of  Emmets, 

A hundred  of  ’em  to  a (ingle  Soul, 

And  that  but  (canty  weight  too : the  great  Devil 
Scarce  thank’d  me  for  my  pains ; he  (wallows  Vulgar 
Like  whip’d  Cream,  feels  ’em  not  in  going  down. 

Bend.  Brave  Renegade  ! cou’dft  thou  not  meet  Sebajtian  ? 
Thy  Mafter  had  been  worthy  of  thy  Sword. 

Dorax , My  Mafter  ? By  what  title, 
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Becaufe  I happen'd  to  be  born  where  he 
Happen’d  to  be  a King?  And  yet  Iferv’d  him,. 

Nay,  I was  fool  enough  to  love  him  too. 

You  know  my  ftory,  Ibow  I was  rewarded. 

For  Fifteen  hard  Campaigns,  ftill  hoop'd  in  Iron, 

And  why  I turn’d  Mahometan  : I'm  grateful, 

But  whofoever  dares  to  injure  me, 

Let  that  man  know,  I dare  to  be  reveng’d. 

Bend,  Still  you  run  off  from  biafs  5 fay  what  moves 
Your  prefent  fpleen  ? 

Dcrax , You  mark’d  not  what  I told  you : 

I kill’d  not  one  that  was  his  Makers  Image  5 
I met  with  none  but  vulgar  two-leg’d  Brutes, 

Sebajlian  was  my  aim  $ he  was  a Man  : 

Nay,  though  he  hated  me,  and  I hate  him, 

Yet  I muff  do  him  right  5 he  was  a Man, 

Above  man  s height,  ev’n  towring  to  Divinity . 

Brave,  pious,  generous,  great,  and  liberal  : 

Juft  as  the  Scales  of  Heaven  that  weigh  the  Seafons, 
He  lov’d  his  People,  him  they  idoliz’d  : 

And  thence  proceeds  my  mortal  hatred  to  him, 

That  thus  unblameable  to  all  befides 
He  err’d  to  me  alone  : 

His  goodnefs  was  diffus’d  to  human  kind. 

And  all  his  cruelty  confin’d  to  me. 

Bend.  You  cou’d  not  meet  him  then? 

Doraxy  No,  though  I fought 
W here  ranks  fell  thickeft  3 ?t  was  indeed  the  place 
To  feek  Sebajiian  : through  a track  of  Death 
I follow’d  him,  by  Groans  ofdying  Foes, 

But  ft  11  I came  too  late,  for  he  was  flown 
LikeLigtning,  fwift  before  me  to  new  Slaughters, 

I mow’d  acrofs,  and  made  irregular  Harveft. 

Defac’d  the  pomp  of  Battel,  but  in  vain, 

For  he  was  ftill  fuppiying  Death  elfe where : 

This  raads  rue  that  perhaps  ignoble  hands 
Have  overlaid  him,  for  they  cou’d  not  conquer  l 
Murder’d  by  Multitude-,  whom  I alone 
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Had  right  to  flay  5 I too  wou’d  have  been  flain,. 

That  catching  hold  upon  his  flitting  Ghofl: 

I might  have  robb’d  him  of  his  opening  Heav’ny 
And  drag’d  him  down  with  me,  fpight  of  Predeftinalion. 

Bend.  Ti.s  of  as  much  import  as  Ajfric' s worth 
To  know  what  came  of  him,  and  oi  Almeyda. 

The  Sifter  of  the  Vanquilh’d  Mahumet, 

Whofe  fatal  Beauty  to  her  Brother  drew 
The  Lands  third  part,  as  Lucifer  did  Heav’ns. 

Dor.  I hope  (he  dy’d  in  her  own  Female  calling, 
Choak’d  up  with  Man,  and  gorg’d  with  Circumcifioa 
As  for  Sebafiian  we  mull  fearch  the  Field, 

And  where  we  fee  a Mountain  of  the  Slain, 

Send  one  to  climb,  and  looking  down  below 
There  he  (hall  find  him  at  his  Manly  length 
With  his  face  up  to  Heav’n,  in  the  red  Monument; 
Which  his  true  Sword  has  digg’d. 

Bend.  Yet  we  may  poliibly  hear  farther  news  5 
For  while  our  Ajfricans  purfu’d  the  Chafe, 

The  Captain  of  the  Rabble  iffued  out, 

With  a black  fhirt-lefs  train  to  fpoil  the  dead. 

And  feize  the  living. 

Dor.  Each  of  ’em  an  Hoad, 

A Million  ftrong  of  Vermine  ev’ry  Villain  : 

No  part  of  Government,  but  Lords  of  Anarchy, 

Chaos  of  Power,  and  priviledg’d  deftruftion. 

Bend.  Yet  I mud  tell  you  Friend  the  Great  muft  uie 
Sometimes  as  neceflary  tools  of  tumult. 

Dor.  I wou’d  ufe  ’em 

Like  Dogs  in  times  of  Plague,  out-laws  of  Nature, 

Fit  to  be  (hot  and  brain’d  5 without  a procefs, 

To  flop  infection,  that’s  their  proper  death. 

Bend.  No  more, 

Behold  the  Emperor  coming  to  furvey 
The  Slaves,  in  order  to  perform  his  Vow, 


Enter  Muley-Moluch  the  Emperor , with  Attendants . 

The  Mufty,  and  Muley  Zeydan. 

Moluch . Our  Armours  now  may  rud,  our  idle  fcymitars 
Hang  by  our  tides,  for  Ornament  not  ufe: 

Children  (hall  beat  our  Atabals  and  Drums, 

And  all  the  noifie  trades  of  War,  no  more 
Shall  wake  the  peaceful  morn : the  Xeriffs  blood 
No  longer  in  divided  Channels  runs, 

The  younger  Houfe  took  end  in  Mahumet. 

Nor  fhall  Sebajiiaa's  formidable  Name, 

Be  longer  us’d  to  lull  the  crying  babe ! 

Mufty.  For  this  Vi&orious  day  our  Mighty  Prophet 
Expects  your  gratitude,  the  Sacrifice 
Gf  Chriftian  Slaves,  devoted,  if  you  won. 

Mol.  The  purple  prefent  (hall  be  richly  paid : 

That  Vow  perform’d,  fading  (hall  be  abolifh’d  : 

None  ever  ferv’d  Heav’n  well  with  a darv’d  face : 

Preach  Abdinence  no  more  3 1 tell  thee  Mufty 
Good  feafting  is  devout : and  thou  our  Head, 

Had  a Religious,  ruddy  Countenance  : 

We  will  have  learned  Luxury  : our  lean  Faith 
Gives  fcandal  to  the  Chridians^  they  feed  high: 

Then  look  for  fhoals  of  Converts,  when  thou  had 
Reform’d  us  into  feafiing. 

Muf.  Fading  is  but  the  Letter  of  the  Law: 

Yet  it  (hows  well  to  Preach  it  to  the  Vulgar. 

Wine  is  againd  our  Law,  thar’s  literal  too. 

But  not  deny’d  to  Kings  and  to  their  Guides, 

Wine  is  a Holy  Liquor,  for  the  Great.  £Dor axafide* 

This  Mufti  in  my  confidence  is  fome  Englifh 
Renegade,  he  talks  fio  favourly  of  toping. 

Mol.  Bring  forth  th*  unhappy  Relicks  of  the  War. 


Enter 


Enter  Muftapha  Captain  of  the  Rabble  with  hfr  followers  of 
the  Blacky  Guard,  &c.  and  other  Moors  : with  them  a 
Company  of  Portuguese  Slaves  without  any  of  the  chief 
Perjons. 

AL  Mol.  Thefe  are  not  fit  to  pay  an  Emperors  Vow  3 
Our  Bulls  and  Rams  had  been  more  noble  Viftims* 

Thefe  are  but  garbidge  not  a Sacrifice. 

Muf.  The  Prophet  muft  not  pick  and  choofe  his  Offrings  3 
Nov/  he  has  givn  the  Day,  ’tis  part  recalling  : 

And  he  muft  be  content  with  fuch  as  thefe. 

M.  Mol,  But  are  thefe  ail?  Speak  you  who  are  their  Mafters. 

Mnjia.  All  upon  my  Honour : If  you’ll  take  em  as  their 
Fathers  got  ’em,  fo.  If  not,  you  muft  ftay  till  they  get  a bet- 
ter generation:  Thefe  Chriftians  are  mete  bunglers  5 they  pro- 
create  nothing  but  out  of  their  own  Wives  3 And  thefe  have 
all  the  looks  of  EJdeft  Sons. 

Af . Mol  Pain  of  your  lives  let  none  conceal  a Slave. 

Muft.  Let  every  Man  look  to  his  own  Confidence,  I am 
fure  mine  (hall  never  hang  me. 

Bend.  Thou  fpeak’ft  as  thou  wert  privy  to  concealments  : 
Then  thou  art  an  Accomplice. 

Aloft.  Nay  if  Accomplices  muft  fuffer,  it  may  go  hard 
with  me  3.  but  here’s  the  Devil  011’t,  there’s  a Great  Man  and 
a Holy  Man  too,  concern’d  with  me.  Now  if  I confefs,  he’ll 
be  fure  to  fcape  between  his  Greatnefs  and  his  Holinefs,  and 
I (hall  be  murder’d,  becauie  of  my  Poverty  and  Rafcality, 
Mufti  winking  at  him. 

Then  if  thy  filence  fave  the  Great  and  Holy, 

*Tis  fure  thou  (halt  go  ftraight  to  Paradife 

Muf.  ’Tis  a fine  place  they  fay  3 but  Doftor  I am  not  worthy 
on’t : I am  contented  with  this  homely  World,  ’tis  good  enough 
for  fuch  a poor  rafcally  Mufulman  as  I am  : BefidesI  have  learnt 
fo  much  good  manners,  Doctor,  as  to  let  my  Betters  be  ferv’d 
before  me. 

M.  Mol.  Thou  talk’d:  as  if  the  Mufty  were  concern’d.0 

Muft.  Your  Majefty  may  lay  your  Soul  on’t  : but  for  my 
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'part,  though  I am  a plain  Fellow,  yet  I (corn  to  be  trick’d  in- 
to Paradice,  I wou’d  he  (hou’d  know  it.  The  troth  on’t  is 
an’t  like  you.  His  reverence  bought  of  me  the  flower  of  all 

the  Market*  thefe thefe  are  but  Dogs  meat  to  ’em,  and 

a round  price  he  pay’d  me  too  I’ll  fay  that  for  him ; but  nor 
enough  for  me  to  venture  my  neck  for  : If  I get  Paradice 
when  my  time  comes  I can’t  help  my  felf } but  I’il  venture 
nothing  before-hand,  upon  a blind  Bargain. 

M.  Mol.  Where  are  thofe  Slaves?  produce  ’em. 

Muf.  They  are  not  what  he  fays. 

M.  Mol.  No  more  excu fes.  [One  goes  out  to  fetch  them. 
Know  thou  may ’ft  better  dally 
With  a dead  Prophet,  than  a living  King. 

Muf.  I but  referv’d  ’em  to  prefect  thy  Greatnefs 
An  Offring  worthy  thee. 

Mujl.  By  the  fame  token  there  was  a dainty  Virgin,  (Vir- 
gin faid  I ! but  I won’t  be  too  pofitive  of  that  neither)  with 
a roguifh  leering  eye  ! he  paid  me  down  for  her  upon  the 
nail  a thoufand  golden  Sultanins } or  he  had  never  had  her 
I can  tell  him  that  : Now  is  it  very  likely  he  would  pay  fo 
dear  for  fuch  a delicious  Morfel,  and  give  it  away  out  of  his 
own  mouth } when  it  had  fuch  a farewel  with  it  too  ? 


Enter  Sebaftian  conducted  in  mean  habit , with  Alvarez,  An- 
tonio, and  Almeyda  : her  face  veil'd  with  a Barnus. 


M.  Mol.  Ay  } Thefe  look  like  the  Workmanftiip  of  Heav’n: 
This  is  the  porcelain  clay  of  human  kind, 

And  therefore  caft  into  thefe  noble  moulds. 

Dorax  ajide  while  the  Emperor  whifpers  Benducar. 


By  all  my  wrongs 

Tis  he  ; damnation  feize  me  but  ’tis  he! 

My  heart  heaves  up  and  fwells } he3s  poyfon  to  me  5 
My  injur’d  honour,  and  my  ravifh’d  love. 

Bleed  at  their  Murderers  fight. 


Benducar 
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[Bend,  to  Dor.  ajide. 

The  Emperor  wou’d  learn  thefe  Pris’ners  names} 

You  know  ’em. 

Dor.  Tell  him,  no. 

And  trouble  me  no  more. 1 will  not  know  ’em. 

Shall  I truft  Heav’n,  that  Heav'n  which  I renounc’d,  [Aftde. 
With  my  revenge?  then,  where’s  my  fatisfa&ion  ? 

No,  it  mud  be  my  own}  I fcorn  a Proxy. 

M.  Mol.  ’Tis  decreed, 

Thefe  of  a better  afpett,  with  the  reft 

Shall  lhare  one  common  Doom,  and  Lots  decide  it. 

For  ev’ry  number’d  Captive  put  a ball 
Into  an  Urn } three  only  black  be  there. 

The  reft,  all  white,  are  fafe. 

M»f.  Hold  Sir,  the  Woman  muft  not  draw. 

M.  Mol.  O Mufti. 

We  know  your  realbn,  let  her  lhare  the  danger. 

Muf.  Our  Law  fays  plainly  Women  have  no  Souls: 

M.  Mol.  ’Tis  true}  their  Souls  are  mortal,  fether  by: 

Yet  were  Almejda  here,  though  Fame  reports  her 
The  faireft  of  her  Sex,  fo  much  unfeen, 

I hate  the  Sifter  of  our  Rival  Houle, 

Ten  thouland  fuch  dry  Notions  of  our  Alcoran 
Shou’d  not  proteft  her  life  5 if  not  Immortal : 

Dye  as  Ihe  cou’d,  all  of  a piece,  the  better, 

That  none  of  her  remain. 

Mere  an  Urn  is  brought  in  : the  Prisoners  approach  with  great 
concernment } and  among  the  rejl  Sebaftian,  Alvarez  and 
Antonio  } who  come  more  chearfully. 

Dor.  Poor  abjett  Creatures  how  they  fear  to  dye  ! [Ajide. 
Thele  never  knew  one  happy  hour  in  life. 

Yet  thake  to  lay  it  down : is  load  fo  plealant? 

Or  has  Heav’n  hid  the  happinefs  of  Death 

That  Men  may  bear  to  live  ? »■—  . ■ - Now  for  our  Heroes. 
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The  three  approach. 

G,  thefe  come  up  with  Spirits  more  refolv’d  f 
Old  venerable  Alvarez , well  I know  him. 

The  Fav’rite  once  of  this  Sebaft/ans  Father  5 
Now  Minifies  ('too  honeft  for  his  TradeJ 
Religion  bears  him  out,  a thing  taught  young, 

In  Age  ill  praftis’d,  yet  his  prop  in  Death. 

O,  he  has  drawn  a black  3 and  fmiles  upon’t, 

As  wholhoud  fay  my  Faith  and  Soul  are  white 
Tno  my  Lot  fvvarthy : Now  if  there  be  hereafter 
He’s  bleft  3 if  not,  well  cheated,  and  dyes  pleas’d. 

Anton,  holding  his  Lot  in  his  clench'd  hand . 

Here  I have  thee, 

Be  what  thou  wilt:  I will  not  look  too  foon. 

Thou  haft  a colour  ; if  thou  prov’ft  not  right, 

I have  a minute  good  ere  I behold  thee. 

Now,  Let  me  rowl,  and  grubble  thee. 

Blind  Men  fay  white  feels  fmooth,  and  black  feels  rough ; 
Thou  haft  a rugged  skin  ; I do  not  like  thee. 

Dor . There’s  th5  Amorous  airy  fpark,  Antonio  3 
The  wittieft  Womans  toy  in  Portugal. 

Lord  what  a lofs  of  Treats  and  Serenades! 

The  whole  She  Nation  will  b’  in  mourning  for  him. 

Antonio.  I've  a moift  fweaty  palm  3 the  more’s  my  Sin  3 
If  it  be  black,  yet  only  dy’d,  not  odious 
D.  min'd  Natural  Ebony,  there’s  hope  in  rubbing 

Towafh  this  Ethiope  white.- (*Looks)  Pox  of  the  Proverb! 

As  black  as  Hell : another  lucky  faying  ! 

I think  the  Devils  in  me  : — good  again, 

I cannot  fpeak  one  fyllable,  but  tends 

To  Death  or  to  Damnation.  [ Holds  up  his  ball. 

Dor.  He  looks  uneafie  at  his  future  Tourney:  [ Afide . 

And  wifhes  his  Boots  off  again  3 for  fear 
Of  a bad  Road,  and  a worfe  Inn  at  night. 


Go 
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Go  to  bed  fool,  and  take  (ecure  repofe 
For  thou  (halt  wake  no  more. 

(Sebaftian  comet  up  to  draw.) 

M.Mol.  to  Ben.  Mark  him  who  now  approaches  to  the  Lott’ry, 
He  looks  fecure  of  Death,  fuperior  greatnefs, 

Like  Jove  when  he  made  Fate,  and  faid  thou  art 
The  Slave  of  my  Creation  3 I admire  him. 

Bend.  He  looks  as  Man  was  made,  with  face  ered, 
Thatfcorns  his  brittle  Corps,  and  feems  afham'd 
He’s  not  all  fpirit,  his  eyes  with  a dumb  Pride, 

Accufing  Fortune  that  he  fell  not  warm : 

Yet  now  difdains  to  live.  (Sebaft.  dram  a btail {.) 

M.  Mol.  He  has  his  wifh ; 

And  I have  fail’d  of  mine ! 

Dor.  Robb’d  of  my  Vengeance,  by  a trivial  chance  ! [ \Afide . 
Fine  work  above,  that  their  anointed  care 
Shou’d  dye  fuch  little  Death : or  did  his  Genius 
Know  mine  the  ftronger  Demon,  fear’d  the  grapple, 

And  looking  round  him,  found  this  nook  of  fate 
To  skulk  behind  my  Sword  3 fhall  I difcover  him? 

Still  he  wou’d  dye  not  mine:  no  thanks  to  my 
Revenge:  referv’d  but  to  more  royal  lhambles. 

•Twere  bafe  too  5 and  below  thofe  Vulgar  Souls, 

That  {har’d  his  clanger,  yet  not  one  difclos’d  him  : 

But  (truck  with  Rev’rence  kept  an  awful  fiience. 

I’ll  fee  no  more  of  this:  Dog  of  a Prophet!  [ Exit  Dorax, 

Mai.  Mol.  One  of  thefe  Three  is  a whole  Hecatomb  3 
And  therefore  only  one  of  ’em  fhall  dye. 

The  Reft  are  but  mute  Cattle  3 and  when  Death 
Comes,  like  a rufhing  Lion,  couch  like  Spaniels, 

With  lolling  tongues,  and  tremble  at  the  paw. 

Let  Lots  again  decide  it. 

C The  Three  draw  again  . and  the  Lot  falls  on  Sebaftian.) 

Sebafl.  Then  there’s  no  more  to  manage ! if  I fall 
It  (hall  be  like  my  (elf  5 a fetting  Sun 
Shou’d  leave  a track  of  Glory  in  the  Skies. 
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Behold  Sebafiian  King  of  Portugal. 

M.  Mol.  Sebajlian\  ha?  it  mu  ft  be  he  5 no  other 
Cou’d  reprefent  fuch  fuff  ring  Majefty  : 

I faw  him,  as  he  terms  himlelf,  a Sun 
Strugling  in  dark  Eclipfe,  and  Ihooting  day 
On  either  fide  of  the  black  Orb  that  veil’d  him. 

Sebaji.  Not  le(s  ev’n  in  this  defpicable  now. 

Than  when  my  Name  fill’d  Affrick  with  affrights, 

And  froze  your  hearts  beneath  your  torrid  Zone. 

Bend,  to  M.  Mol.  Extravagantly  brave ! ev’n  to  an  Impudence 
Of  Greatnefs. 

Sebaji.  Here  fatiate  all  your  fury  } 

Let  fortune  empty  her  whole  Quiver  on  me, 

I have  a Soul,  that  like  an  ample  Shield 
Can  take  in  all } and  verge  enough  for  more. 

I wou'd  have  conquer’d  you  } and  ventur’d  only 
A narrow  neck  of  Land  for  a third  World} 

To  give  my  loofen’d  Subjedfs  room  to  play. 

Fate  was  not  mine. 

Nor  am  I Fate’s:  Now  I have  pleas’d  my  longing, 

And  trod  the  ground  which  I beheld  from  far, 

I beg  no  pity  for  this  mould  ring  Clay : 

For  if  you  give  it  burial  there  it  takes 
Pofltfiion  of  your  Earth  : 

If  burnt  and  fcatter’d  in  the  air:  the  Winds 
That  ftrow  my  duft,  diffufe  my  royalty, 

And  fpread  me  o’er  your  Clime:  for  where  one  Atome 
Of  mine  (hall light}  know  there  Sebafiian  Reigns. 

M.  Mol.  What  fhall  I do  to  conquer  thee? 

Seb.  Impoffible  ? 

Souls  know  no  Conquerors. 

M.  Mol.  I’ll  fhow  thee  for  a Monfter  through  my  Affrick. 
Seb.  No  thou  canft  only  (how  me  for  a Man : 

Affrick  is  ftor’d  with  Monftersj  Man’s  a Prodigy, 

Thv  Sabje&s  have  not  feen. 

Mul.  M.  Thou  talk’d  as  if 
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Still  at  the  head  of  Battel. 

Seb.  Thou  miftak’A, 

For  then  I would  not  talk. 

Bend.  Sure  he  wou’d  deep. 

Sebafl.  Till  Dooms-day  5 when  the  Trumpet  founds  to  rife; 
For  that’s  a Soldiers  call, 

M.  Mol.  Thou’rt  brave  too  late : 

Thou  fhou’dft  have  dy’d  in  battel,  like  a Soldier, 

Seb.  I fought  and  fell  like  one,  but  Death  deceiv’d  me, 

I wanted  weight  of  feeble  Moors  upon  me, 

To  crufh  my  Soul  out. 

M.  Mol.  Still  untameable  ! 

In  what  a ruine  has  thy  head-ftrong  Pride, 

And  bound  lefsthirft  of  Empire  plung’d  thy  People. 

Sebafl.  What  fay’d  thou,  ha ! No  more  of  that. 

M.  Mol.  Behold, 

What  Carcafes  of  thine  thy  Grimes  has  drew’d, 

And  left  our  Affric  Vultures  to  devour. 

Bend.  Thofe  Souls  were  thofe  thy  God  intruded  with  thee, 
To  cherifh  not  dedroy. 

Sebafl.  Witnefs,  O Heaven,  how  much 
This  fight  concerns  me ! Wou’d  I had  a Soul 
For  each  of  thefe  : How  gladly  wou’d  I pay 
The  Ranfom  down : But  fince  I have  but  one, 

Tisa  King’s  life,and  freely  ’tis  beftow’d. 

Not  your  falfeProphet,  but  eternal  Juftice 
Has  dedin’d  me  the  Lot,  to  dye  for  thefe : 

’Tis  fit  a Sovereign  fo  fhou’d  pay  fuch  Subjects  3 
For  Subjects  fuch  as  they  are  feldom  feen, 

Who  not  forfbok  me  at  my  greated  need  ; 

Nor  for  bafe  lucre  fold  their  Loyalty, 

But  fhar’d  ;ny  dangers  to  the  lad  event, 

And  fenc’d  'em  with  their  own : Thefe  thanks  I pay  you  : 

{Wipes  his  Eyes. 

And  know,  that  when  Sebaflian  weeps,  his  Tears 
Come  harder  than  his  Blood. 

M.  Mol.  They  plead  too  ftrongly 
To  be  withftood  : My  Clouds  are  gathering  too, 
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In  kindly  mixture  with  this  Royal  (hovvr : 

Be  fafe,  and  owe  thy  Life,  not  to  my  gift. 

But  to  the  greatnefs  of  thy  mind,  Sebajlian  ;• 

Thy  Subje&s  too  (hall  live  5 a due  reward 
For  their  untainted  Faith,  in  thy  concealment. 

Mufti,  Remember,  Sir,  your  Vow.  [ A general  fbout. 

Mul.  M.  Do  thou  remember 
Thy  Fun&ion,  Mercy,  and  provoke  not  blood. 

Mill.  Zeyd.  One  of  his  generous  Fits,  too  ftrong  to  lafh 

[_A[tde  to  Benducar. 

Bend.  The  Mufti  reddens,  mark  that  holy  Cheek.  [To  him. 
He  frets  within,  froths  Treafon  at  his  mouth. 

And  churns  it  through  his  teeth  ; leave  me  to  work  him. 

Sebajl.  A mercy  unexpe&ed,  undefir’d, 

Surprizes  more:  You’ve  learnt  the  art  to  vanquilh: 

You  cou’d  not  (give  me  leave  to  tell  you  Sir) 

Have  giv’n  me  life  but  in  my  Subjects  fafety : 

Kings,  who  are  Fathers,  live  but  in  their  People. 

M.  Mol.  Still  great,  and  grateful,  that’s  thy  chara&er. 

Unveil  the  Woman;  I wou’d  view  the  Face 
That  warm’d  our  Mufti’s  Zeal : 

Thefe  pious  Parrots  peck  the  faireft  Fruit : 

Such  Toilers  are  for  Kings. 

[ Officers  go  to  Aimeyda  to  unveil  her. 
Almeyda,  Stand  off  ye  Slaves,  I will  not  be  unveil’d. 

M.  Mol.  Slave  is  thy  Title:  Force  her, 

Seb.  On  your  lives, 

Approach  her  not. 

M.Mol.  How’s  this! 

Seb.  Sir  pardon  me. 

And  hear  me  (peak.- 

Almeyda,  Hear  me  ; I will  be  heard  : 

I am  no  Slave ; the  nobleft  blood  of  Ajfric 
fiuns  in  my  Veins ; a purer  ftream  than  thine ; 

For,  though  deriv’d  from  the  fame  Source,  thy  Current 
Is  puddl’d,  and  defil’d  with  Tyranny, 

M.Mol.  What  Female  Fury  have  we  here! 

Almeyda , I Ihou’d  be  one, 

\ Becaule 
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Becaufe  of  kin  to  thee : Wou’dft  thou  be  touch’d 
By  the  prefuming  hands  of  fawcy  Grooms? 

The  fame  refpefr,  nay  more,  is  due  to  me : 

More  for  my  Sex 3 the  fame  for  my  defcent. 

Thefe  hands  are  only  fit  to  draw  the  Curtain. 

Now,  if  thou  dar’ft  behold  Almeydas  face.  [Vnveils  her  felf. 
Bend.  Wou’d  I had  never  feen  it ! [aftde, 

Almcyda,  She  whom  thy  Mufti  tax’d  to  have  no  Soul  3 
Let  Affric  now  be  judg ; 

Perhaps  thou  think’ft  I meanly  hope  to ’(cape, 

As  did  Selaftian  when  he  own’d  his  greatnefs. 

But  to  remove  that  fcruple  know,  bafe  Man, 

My  murther’d  Father,  and  my  Brother’s  Ghoft 
Still  haunt  this  Breft,  and  prompt  it  to  revenge. 

Think  not  I cou’d  forgive  nor  dare  thou  pardon. 

M.Mol.  Woud’ft  thou  revenge  thee,  Trait’refs,  hadft  thou 
pow’r  ? 

Aim.  Traitor,  I wou’d ; the  Name’s  more  juftly  thine : 

Thy  Father  was  not  more  than  mine,  the  Heir 

Of  this  large  Empire  3 but  with  arms  united 

They  fought  their  way,  and  feiz’d  the  Crown  by  force : 

And  equal  as  their  danger  was  their  fhare : 

For  where  was  Elderlhip,  where  none  had  right, 

But  that  which  Conqueftgave?  ’Twasthy  ambition 
Pull’d  from  my  peaceful  Father  what  his  Sword 
Help’d  thine  to  gain : Surpriz’d  him  and  his  Kingdom, 

No  provocation  given,  no  War  declar’d. 

M.MoIj  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Aim.  This  is  the  living  Coal  that  burning  in  me 
Wou'd  flame  to  vengeance,  cou’d  it  find  a vent. 

My  Brother  too,  that  lies  yet  fcarcely  cold  , 

In  his  deep  watry  bed  : My  wandring  Mother, 

Who  in  exile  died. 

O that  I had  the  fruitful  Heads  of  Hydra, 

That  one  might  bourgeon  where  another  fell  ! 

Still  wou’d  I give  thee  work  3 ftill,  ftill,  thou  Tyrant, 

And  hifs  thee  with  the  lad. 

M.Mol.  Something,  I know  not  what,  comes  over  me: 

Whether 
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Whether  the  Toyls  of  Battel,  unrepaird 
With  duerepofe,  or  other  fudden  qualm. 

Benducar  do  the  reft.  [(Goes  off,  the  Court  follow  him. 

Bend.  Strange  ; in  full  health ! ‘This  pang  is  of  the  Soul  5 
The  Body’s  unconcern’d : i’ll  think  hereafter. 

Condud  thefe  Royal  Captivesto  theCaftle5 

Bid  Doraxufe  ’em  well,  till  farther  order.  [Going  off,  flop. 

The  inferior  Captives  their  firft  owners  take, 

To  fell,  ortodil'pofe. You,  Mufapha, 

Set  ope  the  Market  for  the  fale  of  Slaves  [[Exit  Benducar. 

The  Majlers  and  Slaves  come  forward,  and  Buyers  of  feveral 
Qualities  come  in  and  chaffer  about  the  feveral  Owners , who 
make  their  Slaves  do  Tricky. 

Muftapha,  My  Chattels  are  come  into  my  hands  again,  and 
my  Conlcience  will  ferve  me  to  fell  ’em  twice  over ; any  price 
now,  before  the  Mufti  comes  to  claim ’em. 

Firft  Merchant  to  Muftapha. 

Whatdo’ft  hold  that  old  Fellow  at?  £ Pointing  to  Alvarez. 

He’s  tough,  and  has  no  fervice  in  his  limbs. 

Mufi.  I confefs  he’s  fomewhat  tough;  but  I fuppofe  you 
wou’d  not  boyl  him.  I ask  for  him  a thoufand  Crowns. 
jfi.  Mer.  Thou  mean’ft  a thoufand  Marvedi’s. 

Mufi.  Prithee  Friend,  give  me  leave  to  know  my  own  mean- 
ing. 

1 ft.  Mer.  What  virtues  has  he  to  deferve  that  price  ? 

Mujl.  Marry  come  up  Sir ! Virtues  quoth  ah ! I took  him  in 
the  King’s  Company ; he's  of  a great  Family,  and  rich,  What 
other  Virtues  wou'dft  thou  have  in  a Noble-man  ? 

1 ft.  Mer.  I buy  him  with  another  man’s  Purfe,  that’s  my 
comfort. 

My  Lord  Dorax , the  Governor,  will  have  him  at  any  rate:— 
There’s  Handfel. 

Come,  old  Fellow,  totheCaftle. 

Alvar.  To  what  is  miserable  Age  referv’d ! [ A fide. 

But  oh  the  King ! And  oh  the  fatal  Secret ! 

Which  I have  kept  thus  long,  to  time  it  better. 

And 
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And  now  I wou’d  difclofe,  'tis  pad  my  povv’r. 

[Exit  with  his  Mafiev . 
Mnfi.  Something  of  a Secret,  and  of  the  King  1 heard  him 
mutter  : A Pimp  I warrant  him,  /or  I am  lure  he  is  an  old 
Courtier. 

Now  to  put  off  t'other  remnant  of  my  Merchandize, 

Stir  up,  Sirrah  jYo  Antonio. 

Anton.  Dog,  what  wou’dd  thou  have ! 

Mnfi.  Learn  better  manners,  or  I (hall  ferve  you  a Dog- 
trick  5 come,  down  upon  all  four  immediately  } 

I’ll  make  you  know  your  Rider. 

Ant.  Thou  wilt  not  make  a Horfe  of  me  ? 

Mnfi.  Horfe  or  Afs,  that’s  as  thy  Mother  made  thee  : 

But  take  earned  in  the  fird  place  for  thy  Sawcynefs. 

[La-fees  hint  with  his  Whip. 
Be  advis’d  Friend,  and  buckle  to  thy  Geers : Behold  my  Enfiga 
of  Royalty  difplay’d  over  thee. 

Ant.  I hope  one  day  to  ufe  thee  worfe  in  Portugal. 

Mnfi.  Ay,  and  good  reafbn, Friend, if  thou  catched  me  a con- 
quering on  thy  fide  of  the  water,  lay  me  on  ludily,  I’ll  take 
it  as  kindly  as  thou  dod  this. — 

£ Holds  up  his  Whip. 

Antonio  lying  down. 

Hold  my  dear  Thrum-cap:  lobey  theechearfully, 

I fee  the  Doftrine  of  Non-Refidance  is  never  pra&is’d  thorough- 
ly but  when  a Man  can't  help  himfelf. 


Enter  a Second  Merchant. 


id.  Merchant.  You,  Friend,  I wou’d  fee  that  Fellow  do  his 
Podures. 


Mudapha  bridling  Antonio. 

Now  Sirrah  follow,  for  you  have  rope  enough: 

To  your  paces  Villain,  amble,  trot,  and  gallop : — — 

Quick,  about  there. — Yeap,  the  more  Money’s  bidden  for 
you,  the  more  your  credit. 

Antonio  follows  at  the  end  of  the  Bridle  on  his  hands  and 
feet,  and  does  all  his  Pofinres. 

id,  Merch. 


D 


( i-8 ) 

icl.  Merck  He’s  well  chin’d,  and  has  a tolerable  good  back  5 
that’s  half  in  half.  [To  Muftapha.  3 I wou’d  fee  him  ftrip,  . 
has  he  no  Difeafes  about  him  ? 

Mujt.  He’s  the  beft  piece  of  Man’s  flefh  in  the  Market,  not 
an  Eye- fore  in  his  whole  body:  Feel  his  Legs,  Mafter,  neither 
Splint,  Spavin,  nor  Wind  gall.  [Claps  him  on  the  Jhoulder. 

Merchant  about  him,  and  then  putting  his  hand  to  his Jtde, 

Gut  upon  him,  how  his  flank  heaves ! The  Whorlon’s 
broken-winded. 

Mujl.  Thick  breath’d  a little : Nothing  but  a forry  cold  with 
lying  out  a nights  in  Trenches  5 — but  found  Wind  and  Limb, 

I warrant  him. 

Try  him  at  a loole  trot  a little. 

Puts  the  Bridle  into  his  hand,  he  ftrokes  him. 

Anton.  For  Heaven’s  fake  Owner  fpare  me  5 you  know  I ara 
but  new  broken. 

»d.  Merch.  'Tis  but  a wafhy  Jade, I fee : What  do  you  ask  for 
this  Bauble  }. 

Mujl' Bauble  do  you  call  him^he’s  a fubftantial  true-bred  Bead; 
bravely  forehanded  5 mark  but  the  cleannefs  of  his  (hapes  too  5 
his  Dam  may  be  a Spanifh  Gennet,  but  a true  Barb  by  the  Sire,. 

or  I have  no  skill  in  Horfe-flefh.  

Marry  I ask  Six  Hundred  Xeriffs  for  him. 

Enter  Mufti. 

' * v 

Mufti , What’s  that  you  are  asking,  Sirrah  ? 

Muji.  Marry,  I ask  your  Reverence  Six  Hundred  Pardons  $ 

I was  doing  you  a fmall  piece  of  fervice  here,  putting  off  your 
Chattel  for  you. 

Mufti,  And  putting  the  Mony  into  your  own  Pocket. 

Mujl*  Upon  vulgar  reputation,  no  my  Lord,  it  was  for  your 
profit  and  emolument.  What,  wrong  the  Head  ofmy  Religion  ? 
I was  fenfible  you  wou  d have  damn’d  me,  or  any  man  that  (hou’d 
have  injur’d  you  in  a (ingle  Farthing  5 for  I knew  that  was  Sa- 
crifice. 

Mufih 
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Mufti,  Sacriledge  you  mean.  Sirrah,— and  damning  fhall  be 
the  leaft  part  of  your  punifhment  3 I have  taken  you  in  the  man 
ner,  and  will  have  the  Law  upon  you. 

Muji.  Good  my  Lord,  take  pity  upon  a poor  man  in  this 
World,  and  damn  me  in  the  next. 

Mufti,  No  Sirrah,  fo  you  may  repent,  and  fcape  punifliment 
Did  not  you  fell  this  very  Slave  amongft  the  reft  to  me,  and 
take  Mony  for  him.  Muji.  Right  my  Lord. 

Mufti,  And  felling  him  again?  Take  Mony  twice  for  the  lame 
Commodity  ? Oh,  Villain  ! 

But  did  you  not  know  him  to  be  my  Slave,  Sirrah  ? 

Muji.  Why  fhou’d  I lye  to  your  Honor,  I did  know  him  3 and 
thereupon,  feeing  him  wander  about  3 I took  him  up  for  a ftray, 
and  impounded  him,  with  intention  to  reftote  him  to  the  right 
Owner. 

Mufti,  And  yet  at  the  fame  time  was  felling  him  to  another : 
How  rarely  the  Story  hangs  together. 

Muff.  Patience,  my  Lord. 

I took  him  up,  as  your  Heriot,  with  intention  to  have  made 
the  beft  of  him,  and  then  have  brought  the  whole  produft  of 
him  inaPurfe  to  you  3 fori  know  you  wou’d  have  fpent  half 
of  it  upon  your  pious  Pleafures,  have  hoarded  up  the  other  half, 
and  given  the  remainder  in  Charities  to  the  Poor. 

Mufti,  And  whafs  become  of  my  other  Slave  ? Tha^haft 
fold  him  too  I have  a villainous  fufpicion. 

Mufl.  I know  you  have,  my  Lord  3 but  while  I was  managing 
this  young  robuftous  Fellow,  that  old  Spark  who  was  nothing 
but  Skin  and  Bone,  and  by  confequence,  very  nimble,  dipt 
through  my  fingers  like  an  Eel,  for  there  was  no  hold  faftof  him, 
and  ran  away  to  buy  himfelf  a new  Matter. 

Mufti  to  Antonio. 

Follow  me  home,  Sirrah:  {_to  Muft.]  Khali  remember  you 
fome  other  time.  1 \_Exit  Mufti  with  Antonio. 

Mufl.  I never  doubted  your  Lordlhips  memory,  for  an  ill 
turn : And  I (hall  remember  him  too  in  the  next  riling  of  the 
Mobile,  for  this  aft  of  Refumption  3 and  more  efpecially  for 
theGhoftly  Counfel  he  gave  me  before  the  Emperor,  to  have 
hang’d  my  felf  in  filence,  to  have  fav’d  his  Reverence.  The 
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beft  on’t  is,  I am  beforehand  with  him,  for  felling  one 

of  his  Slaves  twice  over. And  if  he  had  not  come  juft  in 

the  nick,  I might  have  pocketed  up  t’other:  For  what  (hould 
a poor  Man  do,  that  gets  his  living  by  hard  labor,  but  pray  for 
bad  times  when  he  may  get  it  eafily.  O,  for  fome  incomparable 
Tumult!  Then  (hou’d  I naturally  wi(h,  that  the  beaten  Party 
might  prevail,  becaufe  we  have  plundered  t’other  fide  already, 
and  there’s  nothing  more  to  get  of  ’em. 

Both  rich  and  poor  for  their  own  intereft  pray,  -» 

’Tis  ours  to  make  our  Fortunes  while  we  may  $ C 

For  Kingdoms  are  not  conquer’d  every  day.  ^ 

[Exit  Muftapb. 
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Act  II, 

Scene  1 . Suppos’d  to  be  a terrace  Walk,  on  the  jtde  of 
the  Ca/lle  of  Alcazar. 

Emperor.  Benducar. 

Emper.  AND  thinkeft  thou  not  it  was  difcovered  ? 

/~\  Rend.  No : 

The  thoughts  of  Kings  are  like  religious  Groves, 

The  Walks  of  muffled  Gods:  Sacred  retreat, 

Where  none  but  whom  they  pleafe  t’admit,  approach. 

Emp.  Did  not  my  confcious  Eyes  flafh  out  a Flame 
To  lighten  thofe  brown  horrors,  and  difclofe 
The  (beret  path  I trod  ? 

Bend.  I cou'd  not  find  it,  ’till  you  lent  a Clue 
To  that  clofe  Labarynth  •,  how  then  fhou’d  they  ? 

Emp.  I wou’d  be  loth  they  fhou’d:  it  breeds  contempt 
For  Herds  to  liften,  or  prefume  to  pry, 

When  the  hurt  Lion  groans  within  his  Den  : 

But  is  ‘t  not  ftrange  ? 

Bend.  To  love?  not  more  than  ’tis  to  live  5 a Tax 
Impos’d  on  all  by  Nature,  paid  in  kind, 

Familiar  as  our  being.  - Emp:  Still 
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Emp.  Still  ’tis  ftrange 

To  me : I know  my  Soul  a9  wild  as  winds. 

That  fweep  the  Defarts  of  our  moving  Plains  3 
Love  might  as  well  be  low’d  upon  our  Sands, 

As  in  a breft  fo  barren  : 

To  love  an  Enemy,  the  only  One 
Remaining  too,  whom  yefter  Sun  beheld, 

Muft’ ring  her  charms,  and  rolling  as  (he  part, 

By  every  Squadron  her  alluring  eyes: 

To  edge  her  Champions  Swords,  and  urge  my  ruin. 
The  (horns  of  Soldiers,  and  the  burft  of  Cannon, 
Maintain  ev’n  (till  a deaf  and  murm’ring  noife  3 
Nor  is  Heav’n  yet  recover’d  of  the  found 
Her  Battel  rows’d : Yet  (pight  of  me  I love. 

Bend.  What  then  controuls  you  ? 

Her  Perfon  is  as  proftrate  as  her  Party. 

Emp.  A thoufand  things  controul  this  Conqueror, 
My  native  pride  to  own  th’  unworthy  paffion. 

Hazard  of  Int’reft,  and  my  Peoples  love : 

To  what  a Storm  of  Fate  am  I expos’d  ! 

What  if  I had  her  murder’d  ? ’tis  but  what 
My  Subjects  all  expetft,  and  (he  deferves. 

Wou’d  not  th’  impoffibility 
Of  ever,  ever  feeing,  or  poffelfing. 

Calm  all  this  rage,  this  Hurrican  of  Soul  ? 

Betid.  That  ever,  ever, 

I mark’d  the  double,  (hows  extream  reludfance 
To  part  with  her  for  ever. 

Emp.  Right  thou  haft  me, 

I wou’d,  but  cannot  kill : I muft  enjoy  her : 

I muft,  and  what  I muft  be  fure  1 will. 

What’s  Royalty  but  pow’r  to  pleafe  my  (elf? 

And  if  I dare  not,  then  am  1 the  Slave, 

And  my  own  Slaves  the  Sovereigns,  — — ’tis  refolv’d, 
Weak  Princes  flatter  when  they  want  the  pow’r 
To  curb  their  People  3 tender  Plants  muft  bend, 

But  when  a Government  is  grown  to  ftrength, 

Like  fome  old  Oak,,  rough  with  its  armed  Bark, 
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It  yields  not  to  the  tug,  but  only  nods. 

And  turns  to  fullen  State. 

Bend.  Then  you  refolve 
T’implore  her  pity,  and  to  beg  relief? 

Emp.  Death,  muft  I beg  the  pity  of  my  Slave  ? 

Muft  a King  beg?  Yes,  Love’s  a greater  King  5 
A Tyrant,  nay  a Devil  that  poiTeffes  me: 

He  tunes  the  Organs  of  my  voice,  and  fpeaks 
Unknown  to  me  within  me  5 pufties  me, 

And  drives  me  on  by  force.  

Say  I fhoud  wed  her,  wou’d  not  my  wife  Subje&s 
Take  check,  and  think  it  ftrange ? perhaps  revolt? 

Bend.  I hope  they  wou’d  not. 

Emp . Then  thou  doubtTt  they  wou’d  ? 

Bend.  To  whom  ? 

Emp.  To  her 

Perhaps,  or  to  my  Brother,  or  to  Thee. 

£Bend.  in  diforder. 

To  me!  me  did  you  mention.'1  how  I tremble! 

The  name  of  Treafon  (hakes  my  honeft  Sou!. 

If  I am  doubted.  Sir, 

Secure  your  felf  this  moment,  take  my  life. 

Emp.  No  more:  if  I fufpe&ed  thee  — I wou’d. 

Bend.  I thank  your  kindnefs  .•  Guilt  had  almoft  loft  me!  [Afide. 
Emp.  But  clear  my  doubts : think’ft  thou  they  may  rebel. 
£Bend.  afide. 

This  goes  as  I wou’d  wi(h : — (to  th'  Emp .)  ’Tis  poffible. 

A (ecret  Party  ftill  remains,  that  lurks 
Like  Embers  rak’d  in  afhes  — wanting  but 
A breath  to  blow  aftde  th’  involving  duft, 

And  then  they  blaze  abroad.  m 

Emp.  They  muft  be  trampled  out. 

Bend.  But  firft  be  known. 

Emp.  Torture  (hall  force  it  from  ’em. 

Bend.  You  wou’d  not  put  a Nation  to  the  rack  ? 

Emp.  Yes,  the  whole  World  j fo  I be  fafe,  I care  not. 

Bend.  Our  Limbs  and  Lives 
Areyours,  but  mixing  Friends  withFees  is  hard. 

. Emp. 
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Emp.  All  may  be  foes  j or  how  to  be  diftinguiffi’d, 

If  fome  be  friends  ? 

Bend.  They  may  with  eafe  be  winnow’d : 

Suppofe  fome  one,  who  has  deferv’d  your  truft. 

Some  one  who  knows  Mankind,  (hou’d  be  employ’d 
To  mix  among  ’em,  feem  a Malcontent, 

And  dive  into  their  breafts,  to  try  how  far 
They  dare  oppofe  your  love  ? 

Emp.  I like  this  well:  ’Tis  wholefom  wickednefs. 

Bend.  Whomever  he  fufpe£ts,  he  fattens  there. 

And  leaves  no  cranny  of  his  Soul  unfearch’d : 

Then,  like  a Bee  bag’d  with  his  honey’d  venome, 

He  brings  it  to  your  Hive  ••  if  fuch  a Man 
So  able,  and  fo  honeft,  may  be  found  $ 

If  not,  my  project  dyes.- — 

Emp.  By  all  my  hopes  thou  haft  deferib’d  thy  felf:  * — > 
Thou,  thou  alone  art  fit  to  play  that  Engine, 

Thou  only  coudft  contrive. 

Bend.  Sure  I cou’d  ferve  you : 

I think  I cou’d: but  here’s  the  difficulty, 

I’m  fo  entirely  yours, 

That  I fhou’d  feurvily  diflemble  hate,. 

The  cheat  wou’d  be  too  grofs. 

Emp.  Art  thou  a Statesman 
And  canft  not  be  a Hypocrite  ? Impoffible  : 

Do  not  diftruft  thy  Vertues. 

Bend.  If  I mutt  perfonate  this  feeming  Villain, 

Remember ’tis  to  ferve  you. 

Emp.  No  more  words: 

Love  goads  me  to  Almejda,  all  affairs 
Are  troublefom  but  that;  and  yet  that  matt. 

• [Going. . 

Bid  Dor  ax  treat  Sebajitan  like  a King  5 
I had  forgot  him  $ — but  this  Love  marrs  all, 

And  takes  up  my  whole  breft,  [Exit  Emperor. 

Bend,  (to  the  Emp.)  Be  fure  I’ll  tell  him.  

With  all  the  aggravating  Circumftances  [Alone. 

I can,  to  make  him  fvvell  at  that  Command, 

The 
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The  Tyrant  firft  fufpe&ed  me: 

Then,  with  a fudden  guft,  he  whirld  about. 

And  trufted  me  too  far : Madnefs  of  Pow’r  ! 

Now,  by  his  own  confent,  I ruin  him. 

For,  fheu’d  fome  feeble  Soul,  for  fear  or  gain 
Bolt  out taccufe  me,  ev’n  the  King  is  cozen'd, 

And  thinks  he’s  in  the  fecrct. 

How  fweet  is  Treafon  when  the  Traytor’s  fafe! 

(Sees  the  Mufti  and  Dorax  entring  and  feeding  to  cor^ 

The  Mufti , and  with  him  my  fullen  Dcrax , 

That  firft  is  mine  already. 

sTwas  eafie  work  to  gain  a cov’tous  mind, 

Whom  rage  to  loofe  his  Pris’ners  had  prepar’d  : 

Now,  caught  himfelf, 

He  wou’d  ieduce  another  5 I muft  help  him: 

For  Church-men,  though  they  itch  to  govern  all. 

Are  filly,  vvoful,  awkard  Politicians ; 

They  make  lame  mifehief,  though  they  mean  it  well  : 
Their  Int’reft  is  not  finely  drawn,  and  hid, 

But  fearos  are  coarfly  bungled  up3  and  feen. 

Mnf  He’ll  tell  you  more. 

Dor . I’ve  heard  enough  already 
To  make  me  loath  thy  Morals. 

Bend,  to  Dor . You  feem  warm: 

The  good  Man’s  zeal,  perhaps  has  gon  too  far. 

Dor.  Not  very  far*  not  farther  than  zeal  goes 
Of  courfe^  a fmall  days  journey  (hort  of  Treafon. 

Mnf.  By  all  that’s  Holy,  Treafon  was  not  nam’d: 

I fpar’d  the  Emperors  broken  Vows  to  fave 

The  Slaves  from  Death  } though  it  was  cheating  Heav’n 

But  1 forgave  him  that. 

Dor . And  flighted  o’er  £ [cot 

The  wrongs  himfeif  fuftain'd  in  property  : 

When  his  bought  Slaves  were  feiz’d  by  force,  no  lofs 
Of  his  confider’d,  and  no  coft  repaid. 
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Mufti,  Not  wholly  flighted  o’er,  not  abfoluteiy . 

Some  modeft  hints  of  private  wrongs  I urg’d. 

Dorax,  Two  thirds  of  all  he  laid : there  he  began ; 

To  fhew  the  fulnefs  of  his  heart,  there  ended  : 

Some  Ihort  excurfions  of  a broken  Vow, 

He  made  indeed,  but  flat  infipid  fluff : 

But  when  he  made  his  lofs  the  Theme,  he  flourifit’d. 
Reliev’d  his  fainting  Rhetorick  with  new  Figures, 

And  thunder’d  at  opprefling  Tyranny. 

Mufti,  Why  not,  when  Sacrilegious  Pow’r  wou’d  feize 
My  Property,  ’tis  an  affront  to  Heav’n, 

Whofe  Perfon,  though  unworthy,  1 fuftain. 

Dorax.  You’ve  made  fuch  ftrong  Alliances  above. 
That  ’twere  Profanenefs  in  us  Laiety 
To  ofTer  earthly  Aid. 

I tell  thee.  Mufti,  if  the  World  were  wife, 

They  wou’d  not  wag  one  finger  in  your  quarrels. 

Your  Heav’n  you  promife,  but  our  Earth  you  covet 
The  Phaethons  of  mankind,  who  fire  that  World, 
Which  you  were  fent  by  Preaching  but  to  warm. 

Bend.  This  goes  beyond  the  mark. 

Mufti,  No,  let  him  rail; 

His  Prophet  works  within  him ; 

He’s  a rare  Convert. 

Dorax,  Now  his  Zeal  yearns, 

To  fee  me  burnt ; he  damns  me  from  his  Church, 
Becaufe  I wou’d  reftrain  him  to  his  Duty ; 

Is  not  the  care  of  Souls  a load  fufficient  ? 

Are  nor  your  holy  ftipends  pay’d  for  this  ? 

Were  you  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  noife. 

To  fludy  Souls,  their  Cures  and  their  Difeafes? 

If  this  be  fo,  we  ask  you  but  our  own: 

Give  us  your  whole  Employment , all  your  care : 

The  Province  of  the  Soul  is  large  enough 
To  fill  up  every  Cranny  of  your  time, 

And  leave  you  much  to  anfwer,  if  one  Wretch 
Be  damn’d  by  your  negleft. 


E 


Betid. 
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Bend,  to  the  Mufti . He  fpeaks  but  reafon. 

Doras,  Why  then  thefe  forein  thoughts  of  State-Employments, 
Abhorrent  to  your  Funftion  and  your  Breeding? 

Poor  droaning  Truants  of  unpra&is’d  Cells, 

Bred  in  the  Fellow fliip  of  bearded  Boys, 

What  wonder  is  it  if  you  know  not  Men? 

Yet  there,  you  live  demure,  with  down-cafi  Eyes, 

And  humble  as  your  Dlfcipline  requires: 

But,  when  let  loofe  from  thence  to  live  at  large. 

Your  little  tin&ure  of  Devotion  dies: 

Then  Luxury  lucceeds,  and  fee  agog 
With  a new  Scene  of  yet  untafted  Joys, 

You- fall  with  greedy  hunger  to  the  Feaft. 

0 all  your  College  Vertues,  nothing  now 
But  your  Original  Ignorance  remains: 

Bloated  with  Pride,  Ambition,  Avarice, 

You  fwell,  to  counfel  Kings  and  govern  Kingdoms. 

Mufti.  He  prates  as  if  Kings  had  not  Confciences, 

And  none  requir’d  Dire&ors  but  the  Crowd. 

Dorax,  As  private  men  they  want  you,  not  as  Kings; 
Norwou’d  you  care  t’ infpeft  their  publick  Confcience, 

But  that  it  draws  dependencies  of  Pow’r, 

And  Earthly  Inrereft  which  you  long  to  fway. 

Content  you  with  monopolizing  Heav’n, 

And  let  this  little  hanging  Ball  alone ; 

For  give  you  but  a foot  of  Confcience  there, 

And  you,  like  Archimedes , tofs  the  Globe. 

We  know  your  thoughts  of  us  that  Laymen  are 
Lag  Souls,  and  rubbilh  of  remaining  Clay, 

Which  Heav’n,  grown  weary  of  more  perfect  work, 

Set  upright  with  a httie  puff  of  breath. 

And  bid  us  pafs  for  Men. 

Mufti.  I will  not  anfwer, 

Bafe  foul  mouth’d  Renegade;  but  I’ll  pray  for  thee 
To  (hew  my  Charity.  Exit  MufcL 

Dor^x,  Do;  but  forget  not  him  who  needs  it  moil: 

Allow  thy  felf  feme  fhare : He’s  gone  too  foon; 

1 had  to  tell  him  of  his  holy  juggHngs, 

Things 
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Things  that  vvou’d  ftartle  Faith,  and  make  us  deem 
Not  this  or  that,  but  all  Religions  falfe. 

Bend.  Our  Holy  Oratour  has  loft  the  Caufe : \_AJd e. 

But  I fhall  yet  redeem  it.- — ( to  Dorax  ) let  him  go ; 

For  I have  iccrct  Orders  from  the  Emperour, 

Which  none  but  you  muft  hear:  I muft  confefs 
I cou’d  have  vvilh’d  fome  other  hand  had  brought  ’em. 

When  did  you  fee  your  Prii’ner  Great  Sehajlian ? 

Dorax,  You  might  as  well  have  ask’d  me  when  I few 
A crefted  Dragon,  or  a Bafilisk  5 
Both  are  lefs  Poifon  to  my  Eyes  and  Nature, 

He  knows  not  I am  I;  nor  fhall  he  fee  me 
Till  time  has  perfected  a lab'ring  thought, 

That  rouls  within  my  breft. 

Bend,  ’Twas  my  miftake: 

I guefs’d  indeed  that  time,  and  his  misfortunes, 

And  your  returning  duty  had  effac’d 

The  mem’ry  of  paft  wrongs  5 they  wou'd  in  me ; 

And  I judg’d  you  as  tame  and  as  forgiving. 

Dorax,  Forgive  him ! no,  I left  my  foolifh  Faith 
Becaufe  it  Wou’d  oblige  me  to  forgivenefs. 

Bend.  I can  but  grieve  to  find  you  obftinate : 

For  you  muft  fee  him ; ’tis  our  Emp’rours  will, 

And  ftri£t  Command. 

Dorax,  I laugh  at  that  Command. 

Bend.  You  muft  do  more  than  fee;  ferve,  and  refpe£t  him . 
Dorax,  See,  ferve  him,  and  refpeflr,  and  after  all 
My  yet  uncancell’d  wrongs,  I muft  do  this! 

But  I forget  my  felf. 

Bend.  Indeed  you  do. 

Dorax,  The  Emp’rour  is  a ftranger  to  my  wrongs  ; 

I need  but  tell  my  ftory,  to  revoke 
This  hard  Commiffion. 

Bend.  Can  you  call  me  Friend, 

And  think  I cou’d  negleft  to  fpeak,  at  full 
Th’  Affronts  you  had  from  your  ungrateful  Mafter  ? 

Dorax , And  yet  enjoyn’d  my  Service,  and  Attendance:1 
Bend.  And  yet  enjoyn’d  ’em  both : wou'd  that  were  all ; 

E 1 He 
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He  feru’d  his  Face  into  a harden’d  fmile, 

And  faid,  Sebafth.  knew  co  govern  Slaves. 

Doras , Slaves  are  the  growth  of  Africk,  not  of  Europe : 
By  Heav’n  I will  no;:  lay  down  my  Commiffion ; 

Not  at  his  foot,  I will  not  ftoop  fo  low; 

But  if  there  be  a part  in  all  his  Face 
More  facrcd  than  the  reft,  1*11  throw  it  there. 

Bend.  You  may;  but  then  you  lofe  all  future  means 
O i Vengeance  on  Sebaftian,  when  no  more 
Alcalde  of  this  Fort. 

Doras , That  thought  efcap’d  me. 

Bend,  Keep  your  Command  ; and  be  reveng’d  on  both? 
Nor  footh  your  felf;  you  have  no  powar  t* affront  him; 
The  Emp’rours  love  protects  him  from  infults.. 

And  he,  who  fpoke  that  proud  ill-natur’d  word. 

Following  the  bent  of  his  impetuous  temper, 

May  force  your  reconcilement  to  Sebaftian: 

Nay  bid  you  kneel,  and  kifs  th’  offending  foor, 

That  kick’d  you  from  his  Prefence. 

But  think  not  to  divide  their  punifhment ; 

You  cannot  touch  a hair  of  loath’d  Sebaftian, 

While  Muley-Moluch  lives. 

Doras , What  means  this  Riddle > 

Bend,  ’Tis  out:  there  needs  no  Oedipus  to  folve  it. 

Our  Emp’rour  is  a Tyrant,  fear’d  aud  hated  5 
I fcarce  remember  in  his  Reign,  one  day 
Pafs  guiltlefs  o'er  his  execrable  head. 

He  thinks  the  Sun  is  loft  that  fees  not  bloud : 

When  none  is  filed  we  count  it  Holiday. 

Wc,  who  are  moft  in  favour,  cannot  call 

This  hour  our  own  ? you  know  the  younger  Brother 

Mild  Muley  Zeydan ; — — 

Doras , Hold  and  let  me  think. 

Bend,  The  Soldiers  Idolize  you. 

He  trufts  you  with  the  Caftle, 

The  Key  of  all  his  Kingdom. 

Doras,  Well;  and  he  trufts  you  too. 
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Bend.  Elfe  I were  mad. 

To  hazard  fuch  a daring  Enterprize. 

Dor  ax,  He  crufts  us  both ; mark  that,  fliall  we  betray  him  i - 
A Mafter  who  repofes  Life  and  Empire 
On  our  fidelity : I grant  he  is  a Tyrant, 

That  hated  name  my  nature  moft  abhors  j 
More,  as  you  fay,  has  loaded  me  with  fcorn : 

Ev’n  with  the  laft  contempt,  to  ferve  Sehajiian , 

Yet  more  I know  he  vacates  my  revenge  5 
Which,  but  by  this  revolt  I cannot  compafs : 

But,  while  he  trufts  me,  ’twere  fo  bafe  a part 
To  fawn  and  yet  betray,  I fhou’d  be  hifs’d 
And  whoop’d  in  Hell  for  that  Ingratitude. 

Bend.  Confider  well  what  I have  done  for  you. 

Dorax,  Confider  thou  what  thou  woud'ft  have  me  da 
Bend.  You’ve  too  much  honour  for  a Renegade. 

Dorax,  And  thou  too  little  faith  to  be  a Fav’rite. 

Is  not  the  bread  thou  eat’ft,  the  Robe  thou  wear’fl:,' 

Thy  Wealth,  and  Honours,  all  the  pure  indulgence 
Of  him  thou  wou’dft:  deftroy  ? 

And  wou’d  his  Creature,  nay  his  Friend  betray  him  ? 

Why  then  no  Bond  is  left  on  human  kind.: 

Diftrufts,  debates,  immortal  ftrifes  enfue; 

Children  may  murder  Parents,  Wives  their  Husbands ; 

All  muft  be  Rapine,  Wars,  and  Defolation, 

When  truft  and  gratitude  no  longer  bind. 

Bend.  Well  have  you  argued  in  your  own  defence: 

You,  who  have  burft  afunder  all  thofe  bonds, 

And  turn’d  a Rebel  to  your  Native  Prince. 

Dorax , True,  I rebell’d  : but  when  did  I betray  ? 

Indignities,  which  Man  cou’d  not  fupport. 

Provok’d  my  vengeance  to  this  noble  Crime. 

But  he  had  ftrip’d  me  firft  of  my  Command, 

Difmifs’d  my  Serviee,  and  abfolv’d  my  Faith; 

And,  with  difdainful  Language,  dar’d  my  word. 

I but  accepted  War,  which  he  denounc’d. 

Elfe  had  you  feen,  not  Dorax,  but  Alonzo, 

With  his  couch’d  Lance  againft  your  foremoft  Moors  ■ 

Perhaps  - 
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Perhaps  too  turn’d  the  fortune  of  the  day  5 
Made  Ajfrick  mourn,  3nd  Portugal  triumph. 

> Btnd.  Let  me  embrace  thee. 

Dor  ax.  Stand  off  Sycophant, 

And  keep  Infe&ion  diftant. 

Bend,  Brave  and  honeft. 

Dor  ax,  In  fpight  of  thy  Temptations. 

Bend,  Cali  ’em  Trials: 

They  were  no  more : thy  faith  was  held  in  Balance, 

And  nicely  weigh’d  by  jealoufie  of  Pow’r  ; 

Vaft  was  the  truft  of  fuch  a Royal  Charge ; 

And  onr  wife  Emperour,  might  juftly  fear 
Sebajlian  might  be  freed  and  reconcil’d, 

By  new  Obligements  to  thy  former  love. 

Dor  ax,  I doubt  thee  {till;  thy  reafons  were  too  ftrong, 

And  driv  n too  near  the  head,  to  be  but  Artifice. 

And  after  all,  I know  thou  art  a Statefman, 

Where  truth  is  rarely  found. 

Bend,  Behold  the  Emperour ; 

{Enter  Emp.  Seb.  and  Almeyda.) 

Ask  him,  I beg  thee  to  be  juftify’d. 

If  he  employ’d  me  not  to  foord  thy  Soul, 

And  try  the  footing  whether  falfe  or  firm, 

Dor  ax.  Death  to  my  Eyes,  I fee  Sebajlian  with  him  ! 

Muft  he  be  ferv’d ! avoid  him,  if  we  meet. 

It  muft  be  like  the  crufli  of  Heav’n  and  Earth, 

T ’ involve  us  both  in  ruin.  ( Exit  Dorax. 

Bend.  ’Twas  a bare  faving  game  I made  with  Dorax, 

But  better  fo  than  loft  ; he  cannot  hurt  me, 

That  I precaution’d  : I muft  ruin  him. 

But  now' this  Love;  Ay,  there’s  thegath’ring  ftorm! 

The  Tyrant  muft  not  wed  Almeyda ; no, 

That  ruins  all  the  Fabrick  1 am  raifing. 

Yet  feeming  to  approve  it,  gave  me  time, 

And  gaining  time  gains  all. 


( Bendu- 
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( Benducar  goes  and  waits  behind  the  Empcrovir, } 

( The  Emperour ; Sebaftian  and  Almeyda  advance  to  the 
front  of  the  Stage. ) Guards  and  Attendants . 

Emp.  to  Set.  I bad  ’em  ferveyou,  and  if  they  obey  not, 

I ltcep  my  Lions  keen  within  their  Dens, 

To  flop  their  maws  with  difobedient  Slaves. 

Sel.  If  I had  Conquer’d, 

They  cou’d  not  have  with  more  obfervance  waited : 

Their  eyes,  hands,  feet, 

Are  all  fo  quick  they  feem  t’  have  but  one  motion,. 

To  catch  my  flying  words.  Onely  the  Alcayde 
Shuns  me,  and  with  a grim  Civility^, 

Bows,  and  declines  my  Walks. 

Emp.  A Renegade : 

I know  not  more  of  him : but  that  he’s  brave, 

And  hates  your  Chriftian  Se£t.  If  you  can  frame 
A farther  wifli,  give  wing  to  your  defires,' 

And  name  the  thing  you  want, 

Sebafl-  My  Liberty:  ' 

For  were  ev’n  Paradife  it  felf  my  Prifon, 

Still  I Ihou’d  long  to  leap  the  Chryftal  walls. 

Emp.  Sure  our  two  Souls  have  fomewhere  been  acquainted: 
In  former  beings ; or,  ftruck  out  together, 

One  fpark  to  Africk  flew,  and  one  to  Portugal. 

Expeffc  a quick  deliverance:  (turning  to  Aim:")  here’s  a third, . 

Of  kindred  Soul  to  both : pity  our  Stars 

Have  made  us  Foes ! I Ihou’d  not  wilh  her  death. 

Almeyda , I ask  no  pity ; if  I thought  my  Soul 
Of  kin  to  thine,  foon  wou’d  I rend  my  heart- firings., 

And  tear  out  that  Alliance  : but  thou  Viper 
Haft  cancell’d  kindred,  made  a rent  in  Nature, 

And  through  her  holy  bowels  gnaw’d  thy  way. 

Through  thy  own  Bloud  to  Empire, 

Empsr.  This  again : « 

And  yet  lhe  lives  ; and  only  lives  t‘ upbraid  me. 


Sebafl.  What 
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Schajl.  "What  honour  is  there  in  a Womans  death ! 

Wrong'd  as  (he  fays,  but  helplefs  to  revenge ; 

Strong  in  her  Pafiion,  impotent  of  Reafon, 

Tco  weak  to  hurt,  too  fair  to  be  deftroy’d. 

Mark  her  Majeftick  Fabrick;  She's  a Temple 
Sacred  by  birth,  and  built  by  Hands  Divine,; 

Her  Soul’s  the  Deity,  that  lodges  there: 

Nor  is  the  Pile  unworthy  of  the  God. 

Emp.  She’s  all  that  thou  canft  fay  or  I can  think. 

But  the  perverfnefs  of  her  clam’rous  Tongue 
Strikes  Pity  deaf. 

Seb.  Then  onely  hear  her  Eyes ; 

Though  they  are  mute  they  plead ; nay  more,  command ; 

For  beauteous  Eyes  have  Arbitrary  Power. 

All  Females  have  prerogative  of  Sex, 

The  Shes  ev’n  of  the  falvage  herd  are  fafe ; 

And  when  they  fnarl  or  bite,  have  no  return 
But  Courtlhip  from  the  Male. 

Emp.  Were  She  not  She,  and  I not  Muley-Moluch , 

She’s  Miflrefs  of  unevitable  Charms, 

For  all  but  me;  nor  am  I fo  exempt, 

But  that  — I know  not  what  I was  to  fay  — 

But  I am  too  obnoxious  to  my  Friends; 

And  fway’d  by  your  Advice. 

Selaft.  Sir,  I advis’d  nor. 

By  Heav’n,  I never  counfell’d  Love  but  Pity. 

Emp.  By  Heav’n  thou  didft  : deny  it  not,  thou  didft : 

For  what  was  all  that  Prodigality 
Of  praife,  but  to  enflame  me?  — 

Sebafl.  Sir,  « 

Emp.  No  more  : 

Thou  haft  convinc’d  me,  that  (he’s  worth  my  Love. 

Seb.  Was  ever  Man  fo  ruin’d  by  himfelf!  ( Afide . 

Almeyda,  Thy  Love;  that  odious  Mouth  was  never  fram’d 
To  fpeak  a word  fo  foft : 

Name  Death  again,  for  that  thou  canft  pronounce 
With  horrid  grace,  becoming  of  a Tyrant. 

Love  is  for  human  hearts,  and  not  for  thine, 


Where 
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Where  the  brute  Bead:  extin^uifhes  the  Man. 

Either.  Such  if  I were,  yet  rugged  Lions  love, 

And  grapple,  and  compel  their  fa vage  Dames. — 

Mark  my  Sebajlian , how  that  fullen  frown,  frowns 

Like  fla thing  Lightning,  opens  angry  Heaven  5 
And  while  it  kills  delights.  But  yet,  infult  not 
Toofoon,  proud  Beauty,  iconfefs  no  love. 

Seb.  No  Sir,  I faid  fo,  and  I witnefs  for  you. 

Not  love*  but  noble  pity  mov’d  your  mind: 

Int’reft  might  urge  you  too  to  fave  her  life  3 
For  thofe  who  wifh  her  party  loft,  might  murmur 
At  fhedding  Royal  Blood. 

Emp.  Right,  thou  inftru&’ft  me  3 
Int’reft  of  State  requires  not  Death,  but  Marriage ; 

T’unite  the  jarring  Titles  of  our  Line. 

Seb.  Let  me  be  dumb  for  ever,  all  I plead,  [Afide, 

Like  Wild-fire  thrown  againft  the  Wind,  returns 
With  double  force  to  burn  me. 

Emp.  Cou’dI  but  bend  to  make  my  beauteous  Foe 
The  Partner  of  my  Throne,  and  of  my  Bed. 

Almeyda,  Still  thou  diflembleft,  but  I read  thy  heart. 

And  know  the  power  of  my  own  Charms  3 thou  lov’ft, 

And  I am  pleas’d  for  my  revenge  thou  dolt. 

Emp.  And  thou  haft  caufe. 

Aim.  I have  3 for  I have  pow’r  to  make  thee  wretched. 

Be  fure  I will,  and  yet  defpair  of  freedom. 

Emp.  Well  then,  Hove,— 

And  ’tis  below  my  greatnefs  to  difown  it : 

Love  thee  implacably,  yet  hate  thee  too  3 
Woti’d  hunt  thee  bare- foot,  in  the  mid-day  Sun, 

Through  the  parch’d  Defarts,  and  the  fcorching  Sands, 
T’enjoy  thy  Love,  and  once  enjoy’d  to  kill  thee. 

Aim.  ’Tis  a falfe  Courage,  when  thou  threat’neft  me  5 
Thou  canft  not  ftir  a hand  to  touch  my  Life  : 

Do  not  I fee  thee  tremble  while  thou  fpeak’ft  ? 

Lay  by  the  Lions  Hide,  vain  Conqueror, 

And  take  the  Diftaff3  for  thy  Soul’s  my  Slave. 

Emp.  Confufion ! How  thou  vieweft  my  very  Heart  1 
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I cou  d as  foon, 

Stop  a Spring  tide,  blown  in,  with  my  bare  hand. 

As  this  impetuous  Love : Ye*,  I will  wed  thee  3 

In  fpight  of  thee,  and  of  my  felf,  I will. 

Aim.  For  what  f To  people  Affrk  with  new  Monfters,. 

W hich  that  unnatural  mixture  null  produce  ? 

No,  were  we  joyn’d,  e’vn  tho  it  were  in  death, 

Our  Bodies  burningin  one  Funeral  Pile, 

The  Prodigy  of  Thebes  wou’d  be  renew’d. 

And  my  divided  flame  (hou’d  break  from  thine. 

Emp.  Serpent,  I will  engender  Poylon  with  thee  3 
Joyn  Hate  with  Hate,  add  Venom  to  the  birth  5 
Our  Off-fpring,  like  the  feed  of  Dragons  Teeth, 

Shall  iflue  arm’d,  and  fight  themfelv^s  to  death. 

Aim.  I’m  calm  again  3 thou  canftnot  marry  me. 

Emp.  As  gleams  of  Sun-fhine  foften  floras  to  fhow’rs, 

So,  if  you  Imile,  the  loudnefsof  my  rage 

In  gentle  Whifpers  (hall  return,  but  this, 

That  nothing  can  divert  my  Love,  but  Death. 

Aim.  See  how  thou  art  deceiv’d,  I am  a Chriftian  5 
:Tis  true,  unpraftis’d  in  my  new  Belief, 

Wrongs  Irefent,  nor  pardon  yet  witheafe  : 

Thofe  Fruits  come  late,  and  are  of  flow  increafe 
In  haughty  Hearts,  like  mine:  Now,  tell  thy  felf 
If  this  one  word  deftroy  not  thy  defigns : 

Thy  Law  permits  thee  not  to  marry  me. 

Emp.  ’Tis  but  a fpecious  Tale,  to  blaft  my  hopes, 

And  baffle  my  pretenfions.  Speak,  Sebajlian, 

And,  as  a King,  fpeak  true. 

Sebajl.  Then,  thus  adjur’d, 

On  a King’s  word  ’tis  truth,  but  truth  ill  tim'd  3 
For  her  dear  Life  is  now  expos’d  anew  3 
Unlefs  you  wholly  can  put  on  Divinity, 

And  gracioufly  forgive. 

Aim.  Now  learn  by  this, 

The  little  value  I have  left  for  life. 

And  trouble  me  no  more. 

Emp.  I thank  thee  Woman  3 

Thou 


Thou  haft  reftor’d  me  to  my  native  Rage  s 
And  I will  feize  my  happinefs  by  force. 

Sebaft.  Know  Mulej-Moluch  when  thou  dar’ft  attempt.-^—- 

Emp.  Beware,  I wou’d  not  be  provok’d  to  ule 
A Gonqueror’s  right,  and  therefore  charge  thy  filence. 

If  thou  wou’dft,  merit  to  be  thought  roy  Friend, 

I leave  thee  to  perfwade  her  to  compliance : 

If  not,  there’sanewguftin  Raviftiment, 

Which  I have  never  try’d. 

Bend.  They  muft  be  watch’d  3 Lafc*e- 

For  fomething  I obferv’d  creates  a doubt. 

[Exeunt.  Emperour  and  Benducar. 

Seb.  I’ve  been  too  tame,  have  bafely  born  my  Wrongs, 

And  not  exerted  all  the  King,  within  me  5 
I heard  him,  O fweet  Heavens,  he  threat’ned  Rape  3 
Nay  infolently  urg’d  me  to  perfwade  thee, 

Ev’n  thee*  thou  Idol  of  my  Soul  and  Eyes  3 
For  whom  I fuffer  Life,  and  drag  this  being. 

Aim.  You  turn  my  Frifon  to  a Paradife  3 
But  I have  turn’d  your  Empire  to  a Frifon: 

In  all  your  Wars  good  fortune  flew  before  you  3 
Sublime  you  fate  in  Triumph  on  her  Wheel  3 
Till  in  my  fatal  Gaufe  your  Sword  was  drawn  3 
The  weight  of  my  misfortunes  drag’d  you  down. 

Seb.  And  is’t  not  ftrange,  that  Heav’n  Ihou’d  blefs  my  Arms 
In  common  Gaufes,  and  defert  the  beft? 

Nov/  in  your  greateft,  laft  extremity, 

When  I wou’d,  ayd  you  moft,  and  moft  defire  it, 

I bring  but  Sighs,  the  fuccors  of  a Slave. 

Aim.  Leave  then  the  luggage  of  your  fate  behind, 

T o make  your  flight  more  eaue,  leave  Aimeyda. 

Not  think  me  left  a baft  ignoble  Prey, 

Expos’d  to  this  inhuman  Tyrant’s  luft  3 
My  Virtue  is  a guard  beyond  my  ftrcngtb, 

And  Death,  roy  laft  defence,  within  my  call . 

Seb.  Death  may  be  call’d  in  vain,  and  cannot  come  5 
Tyrants  can  tye  him  up  from  your  relief; 

Nor  has  a Chriftian  privilege  to  dye, 
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Alas  thou  art  too  young  in  thy  new  Faith; 

Brutus  and  Cato  might  difcharge  their  Souls, 

And  give  ’em  Furlo’s  for  another  World  : 

But  we,  like  Centry’s,  are  oblig’d  to  ftand 
In  ftarlefs  Nights,  and  wait  the  pointed  hour. 

Aim.  If  fhunning  ill  be  good,  then  Death  is  good 
To  thofe  who  cannot  (bun  it  but  by  Death : 

Divines  but  peep  on  undifcovet’d  Worlds, 

And  draw  thediftant  Landfflape  as  they  pleafe: 

But  who  has  e'er  return’d  from  thofe  bright  Regions, 

To  tell  their  Manners,  and  relate  their  Laws? 

Ill  venture  landing  on  that  happy  Choar 
With  an  unfully’d  Body,  and  white  Mind  5 
If  I have  err’d,  feme  kind  Inhabitant. 

Will  pity  a (fray’d  Soul,  and  take  me  home. 

Seb.  Beware  of  Death  thou  canft  not  dye  unperjur’d. 
And  leave  an  unaccompbfh  d Love  behind : 

Thy  Vows  are  mine  5 nor  will  S quit  my  claim  : 

The  tye  of  Minds  are  but  im  per  fed:  Bonds, 

Unlefs  the  Bodies  joyn  to  feal  the  Contrad. 

Aim.  What  j >ys  can  you  poffefs  or  can  I give? 

Where  groans  of  Dcaih  fucceed  the  Gghs  of  Love. 

Our  Hymen  has  not  on  his  Saffron  Robe « 

But  muffled  up  in  Mourning,  downward  holds 
His  dropping  Torch,  extinguifh ’d  with  his  Tears. 

Seb.  The  God  of  Love  ftands  ready  to  revive  it 
With  his  etherial  breath. 

Aim.  Tis  late  to  joyn,  when  wemuft  part  fo  foon. 

Seb.  Nay  rather  let  us  hafte  it,  ere  we  part: 

Our  Souls.  forVant  of  that  acquaintance  here, 

May  wa; Her  in  the  ftarry  Walks  above, 

And,  forc'd  on  worfe  Companions,  mifs  ourfelves. 

Aim.  The  Tyrant  will  not  long  be  abfent  hence  \ 

And  foon  i fhatl  be  ravifh’d  from  your  arms. 

Seb.  W h ibou  thy  felf  become  the  greater  Tyrant, 
And  give  not  Love,  while  thou  haft  Love  to  give  ? 

In  dang’rom  ys,  when  Riches  are  a Crime, 

The  wife  betimes  make  over  their  Eitates: 
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Make  oer  thy  Honour,  by  a deed  of  truft. 

And  give  nie  feizure  of  the  mighty  wealth. 

Aim . What  fhall  I do!  O teach  me  to  refufe! 

I wou’d  5 and  yet  I tremble  at  the  grant. 

For  d re  prvfages  fright  my  Soul  by  day, 

And  bodmg  Villons  haunt  my  Nightly  Dreams : 
Sometimes,  methinks,  1 hear  the  groans  of  Ghofts* 
Thin,  hollow  founds,  and  lamentable  fcreams. 

Then,  like  a dying  Eccho,  from  afar, 

My  Mothers  Voice,  that  cries,  Wed  not  Almejda  ! 
Forewarn’d  Almeyda^  Marriage  is  thy  Crime. 

Seb.  Some  envious  Demon,  to  delude  our  joys. 
Love  is  not  Sin,  but  where  ’tis  finful  Love. 

Aim.  Mine  is  a flime  (o  holy,  and  fo  clear, 

That  the  white  taper  leaves  no  foot  behind  3 C5 
No  fmoakof  Luft;  but  chaff  as  Sifters  love, 

When  coldly  they  return  a Brothers  kifs,  cc 

Without  the  zeal  that  meets  at  lovers  mouths. 

Seb . Laugh  then  at  fond  prefages  3 I had  fome$ 
Fam’d  Nojiradamus , when  he  took  my  Horofcope, 
Foretold  my  Father  I fhou’d  wed  with  Inceft: 

Ere  this  unhappy  War  my  Mother  dy’d  3 
And  Sifters  I had  none  3 vain  Augury ! 

A long  Religious  Life,  a Holy  Age, 

My  Stars  affign’d  me  too  3 impoffible. 

For  how  can  Inceft  fuit  with  Holinefs, 

Or  Prieftly  Orders  with  a Princely  State? 

Aim.  Old  venerable  Alvarez  t—  (fighing. ) 

Seb . But  why  that  figh  in  naming  that  good  Man  ? 

Aim . Your  Fathers  Counfellor  and  Confident 

Seb.  He  was 3 and,  if  he  lives,  my  fecond  Father: 
Aim/  Mark’d  our  farewel,  when  going  to  the  fight, 
You  gave  Almeyda.  for  the  word  of  Battel  3 
’Twas  in  that  fatal  Moment,  he  difcover’d 
The  Love  that  long  we  labour’d  to  cpnceal. 

I knowit3  though  rny  eyes  flood  full  of  tears, 

Yet,  through  the  miff,  I faw  him  ftediaft  gaze: 

Then  knock’d  his  Aged  breaft,  and  inward  groan’d  3 
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Like  ferae  fad  Prophet,  that  forefaw  the  deem 
Of  thofe  whom  belt  he  lov’d,  and  cou’d  not  fave, 

Seb.  It  Parties  me ! and  brings  to  my  remembraace, 

That,  when  the  (hock  of  Battel  was  begun. 

He  wou’d  have  much  complain’d  (but  had  not  time) 

Of  our  hidpafiion;  then,  with  lifted  hands, 

He  beg’d  me  by  my  Fathers  Sacred  Soul, 

Not  to  efpoufe  you,  if  he  dy’d  in  fight : 

For  if  he  liv’d,  and  we  were  Conquerors, 

He  had  fuch  things  to  urge  againft  our  Marriage, 

As,  now  declar’d,  wou’d  blunt  my  fword  in  Battel  5 
And  daftardize  my  Courage. 

Aim.  My  blood  cruddles  j 
And  cakes  about  my  heart. 

Seb.  Ill  breath  a figh,  fo  warm  into  thy  bofbm. 

Shall  make  it  flow  again.  My  Love,  he  knows  not 
Thou  art  a Chriftian ; that  produc’d  his  fear  : 

Left  thou  (boud’ft  footh  my  Soul  with  charms  fo  ftrorg, 

That  Heav’n  might  prove  too  weak. 

Aim.  There  muft  be  more : 

This  cou’d  not  blunt  your  Sword. 

Seb.  Yes,  if  I drew  it,  with  a curft  intent,  . 

To  take  a Misbeliever  to  my  Bed  5 
It  muft  be  fo. 

Aim.  Yet 

Seb.  No,  thou  Ihalt  not  plead 
With  that  fair  mouth,  againft  the  Caufe  of  Love. 

Within  this  Caftle  is  a Captive  Prieft, 

My  Holy  Confeffor,  whofe  free  accefs 
Not  ev’n  the  barb’rous  Victors  have  refus’d  ; 

This  happy  hour  his  hands  fhall  make  us  one. 

Aim.  I go;  with  Love  and  Fortune,  two  blind  Guides, 

To  lead  my  way : half  loth  and  half  contenting. 

If,  as  my  Soul  fore-bodes,  fome  dire  event 
Pilrfue  this  Union,  or  fome  Crime  unknown, 

Forgive  me  Heav’n ; and  all  ye  Bleft  above, 

Excufe  the  frailty  of  unbounded  Love. 

Exeunt  Ambo. 

Scene 
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Scene  i.  Suppofd  a Garden ; with  Lodging  tityoms  behind 
it ; or  on  the  Jides. 

ifr/er Mufti  3 Antonio  as  a Slave 3 and  Johayma  the  Mufti/ 

Wife. 

Mufti.  \ Nd  how  do  you  like  him,  look  upon  him  well  3 
Jr\  he’s  a perfonable  Fellow  of  a Chriftian  Dog.  Now 
I think  you  are  fitted,  for  a Gardiner  : Ha  what  lay  ft  thou 
Johayma  ? 

Johayma . He  may  make  a fhift  to  fow  lettice,  raife  Melons, 
and  water  a Garden  plat. 

But  otherwife  a very  filthy  Fellow  ; how  odioufiy  he  fmells 
of  his  Country  garlike  ! fugh,  how  he  disks  of  Spain.- 

Mufti . Why  honey-bird  I bought  him  a purpofe  for  thee; 
didft  not  thou  fay  thou  longdft  for  a Chriftian  Slave? 

Joh.  Ah,  but  the  fight  of  that  loathfom  creature  has  almoft 
cur'd  me  3 And  how  can  I tell  that  he’s  a Chriftian  ? and  he 
weie  well  fearch’d  he  may  prove  a Jew  for  ought  I know. 

And  befides  I have  always  long'd  for  an  Eunuch-  for  they 
fay.  that’s  a Civil  Creature,  and  almoft  as  harmlefs  as  your 
felf  Husband  : fpeak  fellow,  are  not  you  fuch  a kind  of  peace- 
able thing  ? 

Ant.  I was  never  taken  for  one  in  my  own  Country  3 and 
not  very  peaceable  neither,  when  I am  well  provok’d. 

Mufti.  To  your  Occupation  Dog  3 bind  up  the  JeflTamincs 
in  yond  Arbor,  and  handle  your  pruning  knife  withdexterf 
ty  3 tightly  I fay,  go  tightly  to  your  bufinefs3  you  have  coft* 
me  much  3 and  muft  earn  it  in  your  work  3 here’s  plentiful 
proviiion  for  you,  rafcal,  fallating  in  the  Garden,  and  water 
in  the  tanck,  and  on  Holydays  the  licking  of  a platter  of  Rice, 
when  you  deferve  it. 

Joh . What  have  you  been  bred  up  to  Sirrah,  and  what  can 
you  perform  to  recommend  you  to  my  fervice  ? 

^Antonio  making  legs . 

Why  Madam,  lean  perform  as  much  as  any  Man,  in  a fair 
Ladies  Service.  I 


t 
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r can  play  upon  the  Flute,  and  Sings  Fean  carry"your  Um- 
brella, and  fan  your  Ladyfhip,  and  cool  you  when  you  are  too 
hot  : in  fine,  no  Service  either  by  day  or  by  night  fhall  come 
amifs  to  me  3 and  betides  am  of  to  quick  an  apprehenfion,  that 
you  need  but  wink  upon  me  at  any  time,  to  make  me  under- 
ftand  my  duty.  t 

IjSAe  vpwkj  at  him . 

Anton.  Very  fine,  (he  has  tipt  the  wink  already. — — [_Afide. 

Joh.  The  Whelp  may  come  to  forne  hing  in  time,  when  I 
have  enter’d  him  into  his  bufinefs. 

Muf  A very  malapert  Gur,  I can  tell  him  that  5 I do  not 
like  his  fawning,  you  muft  be  taught  your  diftance  Sirrah. 

(Strikes  him.) 

Joh . Hold,  hold.  — 

He  ha’s  deferv’d  it  I confefs  3 but  for  once  let  his  igno- 
rance plead  his  pardons  we  muft  not  difeourage  a beginner. 
Your  Reverence  has  taught  us  Charity  ev’n  to  Birds  and  Beafts: 
here  you  filthy  brute  you  : — take  this  little  Alms,  to  buy  you 
plaifters.  (gives  him  a piece  of  money  ) 

Ant.  Money  and  a Lovc-pinch  in  the  infide  of  my  palm  into 
the  bargain.  [Aftde. 

(Enter  a Servant . 

Sir,  my  Lord  Bcnducar  is  coming  to  wait  on  you,  and  is  al- 
ready at  the  Palace  Gate. 

Muf.  Come  in  Jokayma9  regulate  the  reft  of  my  Wives  and 
Concubines,  and  leave  the  Fellow  to  his  work. 

Joh.  Look  how  ftupidly  he  flares  about  him  , like  a Calf 
new  come  into  the  World : I (hall  teach  you  Sirrah  to  know 
your  bufinefs,  a little  better. ——this  way  you  awkard  raft 
cal,  here  lyes  the  Arbour,  muft  I be  fhowing  you  eternajly? 

( turning  him  about.) 

Muf  Come  away  Minions  you  fhall  {how  him  nothing. 

Joh.  Til  but  bring  him  into  the  Arbor,  where  a Role-tree 
2nd  a Myrtle  are  juft  falling  for  want  of  a prop  3 if  they 
were  bound  together  they  wou’d  help  to  keep  up  one  ano- 
ther - — He’s  a raw  Gardiner,  and  ’tis  but  Charity  to  teach 
him. 

Muf.  No 
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Muf.  No  more  deeds  of  Charity  to  day  , come  in  , or  I 
(ball  think  you  a little  better  difpos’d  than  I coud  with  you. 

Joh . Well,  go  before,  I will  follow  my  Pallor. 

Muf.  So  you  may  caft  a fheeps  eye  behind  you  : In  before 
me.  And  you,  faweinefs,  mind  your  pruning  knife,  or  I 
may  chance  to  ufe  it  for  you. 

Exeunt  Mufti  and  J ohaynia. 

Ant.  alone . Thank  you  for  that  5 but  I am  in  no  fuch  haft  to 
be  made  a Mufulman.  For  his  Wedlock,  with  all  her  haughti- 
n eft,  I find  her  coming.  How  far  a Chriftian  fhou’d  refift,  I 
partly  know ; but  how  far  a lewd  young  Chriftian  can  refift 
is  another  queftion.  SheV  tolerable,  and  I am  a poor  Stran- 
ger, far  from  better  Friends,  and  in  a bodily  neceffity  : Now 
have  l a ftrange  temptation  to  try  what  other  Females  are  be- 
longing to  this  Family  : I am  not  far  from  the  Womens  apart- 
ment l am  fure ; and  if  thefe  Birds  are  within  diftance,  here  s 
that  will  chuckle  ’em  together,  (pulls  out  his  Flute)  If  there 
be  variety  of  Moors  flefh  in  this  Holy  Market  ’twere  madnefs 
to  lay  out  all  my  money  upon  the  firft  bargain, 

[fHe  plays . 

A Grate  opens  and  Moray ma  the  Mufti’s  Daughter  ap- 
pears at  it. 

Anton.  Ay  there’s  an  Apparition  ! This  is  a Morfel  worthy 
of  a Mufti  5 this  is  the  relifhing  bit  in  fecret  5 this  is  the  My- 
rtery  of  his  Alcoran,  that  mult  be  referv’d  from  jhe  know- 
!edg  of  the  profane  Vulgar.  This  is  his  Holyday  Devotion; 
fee,  file  beckons  too.- — ~ 

(She  beckons  to  him.) 

Morayma.  Come  a little  nearer  and  fpeak  foftly. 

Ant.  I come,  I come  I warrant  thee  3 the  leaft  twinckle  had 
brought  me  to  thee  , fuch  another  kind  fyllable  or  two,  wou’d 
turn  me  to  a Meteor  and  draw  me  up  to  thee. 

O 
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Mar,  I dare  not  (peak,  for  fear  of  being  over-heard  $ but 
if  you  think  my  Perfon  worth  your  hazard,  and  can  deferve 

my  love the  reft  this  Note  fhall  tell  you (throws 

down  a handkerchief)  No  more,  my  heart  goes  with  you. 

Exit  from  the  Grate. 

Antonio . O thou  pretty  little  heart  $ art  thou  flown  hither. 
I’ll  keep  it  warm  1 warrant  it,  and  brood  upon  it  in  the  new 
neft : but  now  for  my  Treafure  trove , that’s  wrapt  up  in 
the  handkerchief:  No  peeping  here,  though  I long  to  be 
fpelling  her  Arabick  fcrawls  and  pothooks.  But  I mu  ft 
carry  off  my  prize,  as  Robbers  do  5 and  not  think  of  fhar- 
ing  the  booty,  before  I am  free  from  danger,  and  out  of 
eye-fhot  from  the  other  Windows.  If  her  wit  be  as  poy- 
nant  as  her  Eyes,  I am  a double  Slave.  Our  Northern  Beau- 
ties are  meer  dough  to  thele:  Infipid  white  Earth,  meer  To- 
baccopipe-clay  5 With  no  more  Soul  and  Motion  in  ’em,  than 
a Fly  in  Winter. 

Here  the  warm  Planet  ripens,  and  fublimes 
The  well  bak’d  Beauties  of  the  Southern  Climes  5 
Our  Cupid’s  but  a bungler  in  his  Trade  3 
His  keen  eft  Arrows  are  in  Affrick  made. 

[Exit  Antonio. 


Act.  III. 


Scene  i . A Terrace-walk  ; or  fome  other  publick  place 
in  the  Cafile  of  Alcazar. 

Emperor  Mnley-Molnch  , Bendttcar. 

• 

Emper.K  /f  Arry’d  ! I’ll  not  believe  it  $ ’tis  impofture* 

IVl  Improbable  they  (hou’d  prefume  t’attempt, 
Impoffible  they  fhou’d  effeft  their  with* 

Bend.  Have  patience  till  I clear  it. 

Emp.  I have  none: 

Go  bid  our  moving  Plains  of  Sand  lye  ftill, 

And  ftir  not,  when  the  ftormy  South  blows  high : 

From  top  to  bottom  thou  haft  toff’d  my  Soul* 

And  now  ’tis  in  the  madnefs  of  the  Whirl* 

Requir’d:  a fudden  flop  ? unfay  thy  lye, 

That  may  in  time  do  fomewhat. 

Bend.  I have  done: 

For,  fince  it  pleafes  you  it  (hou’d  be  forg'd, 

’Tis  fit  it  fhou’d : far  be  it  from  your  Slave, 

To  raife  difturbance  in  your  Sacred  breft. 

Bmp.  Sebajiian  is  my  Slave  as  well  as  thou  5 
Nor  durft  offend  my  love  by  that  preemption. 

Bend.  Moft  fure  he  ought  nor. 

Bmp.  Then  all  means  were  wanting  5 
No  Prieft,  no  Ceremonies  of  their  Seft, 

Or,  grant  we  thefe  defers  cou’d  be  fupply’d, 

How  cou’d  our  Prophet  do  an  Aft  fo  bafe, 

So  to  refume  his  gifts,  and  curfe  my  Conquefts 
By  making  me  unhappy  ! No,  the  Slave 
That  told  thee  fo  abfurd  a ftory,  ly’d. 

- Bend . Yet,  till  this  moment  I have  found  him  faithful 
He  faid  he  faw  it  too. 

Bmp.  Difpatchj  what  faw  he? 

G 2 
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Bend.  Truth  is,  confidering  with  what  earneftnefs, 
Sebafiian  pleaded  for  Almejda' s life, 

Inhanc’d  her  beauty,  dwelt  upon  her  praifc,  ~ — — 

Emp.  O ftupid,  and  unthinking  as  I was! 

I might  have  mark’d  it  too;  ’twas  grofs  and  palpable! 

Bend.  Methought  I trac’d  a Lover  illdffguw’d^ 

And  Tent  my  fgy,  a (harp  observing  Slave, 

T’inform  me  better,  if  I guefs’d  aright. 

He  told  me,  that  he  law  Sebaftians  Page 

Run  crofs  the  Marble  Square  } who  foon  return'd, 

And  after  him  there  lag’d  a puffing  Fryar  5 
Clofe  wrap’d  he  bore  fome  fecret  Inftrumentj 
Of  Chriftian  Superftition  in  his  hand ; 

' My  fervant  follow’d  faff,  and  through  a chink. 

Perceiv’d  the  Royal  Captives  hand  in  hand  : 

And  heard  the  hooded  Father  mumbling  charms, 

That-  make  thofe  Misbelievers  Man  and  Wife. 

Which  done,  the  Spoufes  kifs’d  with  fuch  a fervour, 

And  gave  fuch  furious  earned:  of  their  flames, 

That  their  eyes  fparklecf,  and  their  mantling  blood 
Flew  flufhing  o’er  their  faces. 

Emp.  Hell  confound  ’em! 

Bend . The  Reverend  Father,  with  a Holy  leer. 

Saw  he  might  well  be  fpar’d,  and  foon  withdrew: 

This  forc'd  my  Servant  to  a quick  retreat, 

For  fear  to  be  difcover’d  5,  guefs  the  reft. 

Emp.  I do.  My  fancy  is  too  exquhite. 

And  tortures  me  with  their  imagin’d  blifs. 

Some  Earthquake  fhou’d  have  ris’n,  and  rent  the  ground, 
Have  fwallow'd  him,  and  left  the  longing  Bride, 

In  Agony  of  unaccompliflfd  Love.  {Walks  diforderly  ) 

Enter  the  Mufti. 

Bend.  In  an  unlucky  hour  £AJid*. 

That  Fool  intrudes,  raw  in  this  great  affair. 

And  uninftrufted  how  to  ftem  the  tide. 


Coming 
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Coming  up  to  the  Mufti  afide. 

TheEmp’ror  muft  not  marry,  nor  enjoy  5 * 

Keep  to  that  point  j ftand  firm,  for  all’s  at  ftake. 

Emperor  feeing  him . You,  Druggerman  of  Heaven,  mufti 
attend 

Your  droaning  Prayers  ? Why  came  you  not  before  ? 

Do’ft  thou  not  know  the  Captive  King  has  dar’d 
To  wed  j)Imeyda  ? Cancel  me  that  Marriage, 

And  make  her  mine  about  the  bufinefs,  quick, 

Expound  thy  Mahompt,  make  him  fpeakmy  fenfe, 

Or  he’s  no  Prophet  here,  and  thou  no  Mufei^ 

Unlefsthou  know’ft  the  trick  of  thy  vocation, 

To  wreft  and  rend  the  Law  to  pleafe  thy  Prince. 

Mufti , Why,  verily  the  Law  is  monftrous  plain  : 

There’s  not  one  doubtful  Text  in  all  the  Alchoran, 

Which  can  be  wrench’d  in  favor  to  your  Projeft. 

Emp . Forge  one,  and  foift  it  into  fome  by-p!ace3 
Of  feme  old  rotten  Roll  ; do’t,  I command  thee  : 

Muft  i teach  thee  thy  Trade  ? 

Mufti , It  cannot  be. 

For  Matrimony  being  the  deareft  point 
Of  Law,  the  People  have  it  all  by  heart : 

A Cheat  on  Procreation  will  not  pafs. 

Befides  th’  offence  is  fo  exorbitant,  [In  a higher  tone . 

To  mingle  with  a misbelieving  Race, 

That  fpeedy  Vengeance  wou’d  purfue  your  Crime, 

And  holy  Mahomet  launch  himfelf  from  Heav’n, 

Before  th’  unready  Thunderbolt  were  form’d. 

Emperor  taking  him  by  the  Throat  with  one  hand , fnatches  out  hk 
Sword  with  the  other , and  points  it  to  his  Breft. 

Emp.  Slave,  have  I rais’d  thee  to  this  pomp  and  pow’r, 

To  preach  againft  my  Will  ? Know  I am  Law  ; 

And  thou,  not  Mahomet's  Melfenger,  but  mine : 

Make  it,  I charge  thee,  make  my  pleafure  lawful: 

Or  firft  I ftrip  the  of  thy  ghoftly  greatnefs, 

Then  fend  thee  port,  to  tell  thy  Tale  above  $ 

And 
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And  bring  thy  vain  Memorials  to  thy  Prophet 
Of  Tuftice  done  below  for  Difobedience; 

Mufti  y For  Heavens  fake  hold,  the  refpite  of  a moment,— 
To  think  for  you. 

Emp.  And  for  thy  felf.— 

Mufti , For  both. 

Bend.  Difgrace,  and  Death,  and  Avarice  have  loft  him!  [ Aftde . 
Mufti , ’Tis  true,  our  Law  forbids  to  wed  a Chriftian  $ 

But  it  forbids  you  not  to  ravifh  her. 

You  have  a Conqueror’s  right  upon- your  Slave  5 
And  then,  the  more  defpight  you  do  a Chriftian, 

You  ferve  the  Prophet  more  who  loatfrs  that  Sedt. 

Etnp.  Oh  now  it  mends  5 and  you  talk  reafon,  Mufti. 

But  ftay  ! I promis’d  freedom  to  Sebafiian: 

Now  fliou'd  I grant  it,  his  revengeful  Soul 
Wou’d  ne’er  forgive  hisviolated  Bed. 

Mufti , Kill  him,  for  then  you  give  him  liberty: 

His  Soul  is  from  his  earthly  Prifon  freed. 

E/np.  How  happy  is  the  Prince  who  has  a Churchman 
So  learn’d  and  pliant  to  expound  his  Laws. 

Bend . Two  things  I humbly  offer  to  your  prudence. 

Ernp.  Be  brief}  but  let  not  either  thwart  my  love. 

Bend.  Firft,  fince  our  holy  Man  has  made  Rape  lawful. 

Fright  her  with  that:  proceed  not  yet  to  force: 

Why  (hou’d  you  pluck  the  green  diftaftful  Fruit 
From  the  unwilling  Bough, 

When  it  may  ripen  of  it  felf  and  fall  ? 

Emp.  Grant  her  a day  } tho  that’s  too  much  to  give 
Out  of  a Life  which  I devote  to  Love. 

Bend.  Then  next,  to  bar 
All  future  hopes  of  her  deiifd  Sebafiian, 

Let  Dorax  be  enjoyn’d  to  bring  his  head. 

Emperor  to  the  Mufti. 

Go  Mufti , call  him  to  receive  his  Orders.  [Exit  Mufti. 
I tafte  thy  Counfel,  her  defires  new  rowz’d, 

And  yet  unflak’d,  will  kindle  in  her  fancy, 

And  make  her  eager  to  renew  the  Feaft. 
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Bend,  afide.  Dor  ax , I know  before,  will  difobey : 

There’s  a Foe’s  Head  well  cropt. — 

Bur  this  hot  love  precipitates  my  Plot  5 
And  brings  it  to  projection  ere  its  time. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Almeyda  hand  in  hand  5 upon  fight  of  the 
Emperor,  they  feparate  and  ficem  difturb'd. 

Almeyda , He  breaks,  at  unawares,  upon  our  Walks, 

And  like  a midnight  Wolf  invades  the  Fold  : 

Make  fpeedy  preparation  of  your  Soul, 

And  bid  it  arm  apace  : He  comes  for  anfwer, 

And  brutal  mifchief  fits  upon  his  brow* 

Sebajl.  Not  the  laft  founding,  cou’d  furprize  me  more. 

That  fummons  drowzy  Mortals  to  their  doom, 

When  call’d  in  hafle,  they  fumble  for  their  Limbs, 

And  tremble  unprovided  for  their  charge  : 

Myfenfe  has  been  fo  deeply  plung’d  in  Joys, 

The  Soul  out-flept  her  hour$  and,  fcarce  awake, 

Wou’d  think  too  late,  and  cannot!  But  brave  Minds 
At  worft  can  dare  their  Fate.— 

t Emperor  coming  up  to  them - 
Emp.  Have  you  perform’d 
Your  Embaffy,  and  treated  with  fuccefs  ? 

Selafi . I had  gpt  time. 

Emp . No,  not  for  my  Affairs, 

But  for  your  own  too  much. 

Sebajl.  You  talk  in  Clouds,  explain  your  meaning,  Sir, 

Emp.  Explain  yours  firft : What  meant  you  hand  in  hand, 
And  when  you  faw  me,  with  a guilty  (tart, 

You  loos’d  your  hold,  affrighted  at  my  prefence? 

Seb.  Affrighted  ? 

Emp  Yes,  aftonifh’d,  and  confounded. 

Seb.  What  mak’ft  thou  of  thy  (elf,  and  what  of  me? 

Art  thou  fome  Ghoft,  fome  Demon,  or  fome  God? 

That  I fhou’d  (land  aftonifh’d  at  thy  fight  ? 

If  thou  cou’dft  deem  fo  meanly  of  my  Courage, 

Why  didft  thou  not  engage  me  man  for  man, 


And  try  the  virtue  of  that  Gorgon  Face, 

To  flare  me  into  ftatue? 

Bmp.  Oh,  thou  art  now  recover’d,  but  by  Heav’n, 

Thou  wert  amaz’d  at  firft,  as  if  fur  priz'd 
At  unexpected  bafenefs  brought  to  light. 

For  know,  ungrateful  man,  that  Kings,  like  Gods, 

Are  every  where 5 walk  in  th#  abyfs  of  minds, 

And  view  the  dark  recefies  of  the  SouL 

Seb.  Bafe  and  ungrateful  never  was  I thought  $ 

Nor  till  this  turn  of  fate,  durft  thou  have  call'd  me  5 
But,  fince  thou  boaft’ft  th’ omnifcience  of  a God, 

-Say,  in  what  cranny  of  Sebajlians  Soul, 

Unknown  to  me,  fo  loath’d  a Crime  is  lodg’d-? 

Ernp.  Thou  haft  not  broke  my  truft  repos’d  in  thee  ? 

Seb,  Impos’d,  but  not  receiv’d  : Take  back  that  falfehooJ. 

Ernp.  Thou  art  not  marry’d  to  Alrnyda  £ 

Seb.  Yes. 

Emp.  And  own’d  the ufurpation  of  my  Love? 

Seb.  I own  it  in  the  face  of  Heav’nand  thee 
No  Ufurpation}  buta  lawful  claim, 

Of  which!  ftand  poflcft. 

Ernp.  Sh’  has  chofen  well, 

Betwixt  a Captive  and  a Conqueror. 

Almeyda , Betwixt  a Monfter  and  the  beft  of  Men. 

He  was  the  envy  of  his  neighb’ring  Kings  5 

For  him  their  fighing  Queens  ddpis’d  their  Lords, 

And  Virgin  Daughters  blufh’d  when  he  was  nam’d. 

To  (hare  his  noble  Chains  is  more  to  me, 

Than  all  the  filvage  greatnefs  of  thy  Throne. 

Seb.  Were  I to  choofe  again,  and  knew  my  fate, 

For  fiach  a night  I wou’d  be  what  I am. 

The  Joys  I have  pofteft  are  ever  mine} 

Out  of  thy  reach  behind  Eternity, 

Hid  in  the  facred  treafureof  the  paft } 

But  blefs’d  remembrance  brings  ’em  hourly  back. 

Emp.  Hourly  indeed,  who  haft  but  hours  to  live: 

O mighty  purchafe  ofa  boafted  bhfs  ! 

To  dream  of  what  thou  hadft  one  fugitive  night, 

And  never  (halt  have  more. 
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Seb.  Barbarian,  thou  canft  part  us  but  a moment 
We  (hall  be  one  again  in  thy  delpight  : 

Life  is  but  air. 

That  yields  a paflage  to  the  whiffling  Sword, 

And  clofes  when  ’tis  gone. 

Aim.  How  can  we  better  dye  than  clofe  embrac’d, 
Sucking  each  others  Souls  while  we  expire  ? 

Which  lb  transfus’d,  and  mounting  both  at  once. 

The  Saints  deceiv’d,  (hall  by  a fweet  miftake. 

Hand  up  thy  Soul  for  mine,  and  mine  for  thine. 

Emp.  No,  I’ll  untwiftyou  : 

I have  occafion  for  your  ftay  on  earth  : 

Let  him  mount  firft,  and  beat  upon  the  Wing,  “ 

And  wait  an  Age  for  what  I here  detain.  ,c 

Or  ficken  at  immortal  Joys  above. 

And  languifh  for  the  Heav’n  he  left  below. 

Aim.  Thou  wilt  not  dare  to  break  what  Heav’n  has  joyn’d  ? 
Bmp.  Not  break  the  Chain,  but  change  a rotten  link. 

And  rivet  one  to  laft. 

Think’ft  thou  I come  to  argue  right  and  wrong  > 

Why  lingers  Dor  ax  thus?  Where  are  my  Guards, 

QBenducar  goes  ont  for  the  Guards,  and  returns. 
To  drag  that  Slave  to  death  > £ Pointing  to  Sebaft. 

Now  ftorm  and  rage, 

Call  vainly  on  thy  Prophet,  then  defie  him 
For  wanting  power  to  favethee. 

Seb.  That  were  to  gratifie  thy  Pride:  I’ll  fhew  thee 
How  a Man  (hou’d,  and  how  a King  dare  dye : 

So  even,  that  my  Soul  fhall  walk  with  eafe 
Out  of  its  flelh,  and  {hut  out  Life  as  calmly 
As  it  does  words ; without  a Sigh,  to  note 
One  ftruggle  in  the  fmooth  diffolving  frame. 

Almeyda  to  the  Emperor. 

Expedt  revenge  from  Heav’n,  inhuman  Wretch  j 
Nor  hope  t’  afeend  Sebajlitne  holy  Bed. 

Flames,  Daggers,  Poylons,  guard  the  facred  fteps  : 

Thofe  are  the  promis’d  Pleafures  of  my  love. 

Emp.  And  thefe  might  fright  another,  but  nSt  me. 

Or  me,  ifldefign’d  to  give  you  pleafure^ 

H 
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I feek  my  own,  and  while  that  lads,  you  live. 

Enter  two  of  the  Guards. 

Co,  bear  the  Captive  to  a fpeedy  death, 

And  fet  my  Soul  at  eafe. 

Aim.  1 charge  you  hold,  ye  Minifters  of  death, 

Speak  my  Scbajitan  3 

Plead  for  thy  life:  Oh  ask  it  of  the  Tyrant  3 
Tis  no  difhonor,  truft  me,  Love,  ’tisnone: 

I wou’d  die  for  thee,  but  I cannot  plead  3 
My  haughty  heart  difdains  it,  ev’n  for  thee. 

Still  filent!  Will  the  King  of  Portugal 
Go  to  his  d^ath,  like  a dumb  Sacrifice  ? 

B.g  him  to  fave  my  life  in  faving  thine. 

Seb  Farevvel,  my  life’s  not  worth  another  word. 

Emp.  to  the  Guards.  Perform  your  Orders. 

Aim . Stay,  take  my  farewel  too: 

Farewel  the  greatnels  of  Almejda  s Soul! 

Look,  Tyrant,  whatexcefs  of  love  can  do, 

It  pulls  me  down  thus  low,  as  to  thy  feet  5 [Kneels  to  hh n. 

Nay  to  embrace  thy  Knees  with  loathing  hands, 

Which  biifter  when  they  touch  thee  .•  Yet  ev’n  thus, 

Thus  far  1 can  to  fave  Sebajiians  life. 

Emp.  A fecret  pleafure  trickles  through  my  Veins  : 

It  works  about  the  inlets  of  my  Soul, 

To  feel  thy  touch  3 and  pity  tempts  the  pafs  5 
But  the  tough  metal  of  my  heart  refifts^ 

?Tis  warm’d  with  the  foft  fire,  not  melted  down. 

Aim.  A flood- of  fealding  Tears  will  make  it  run, 

Spare  him,  Oh  fpare  3 can  you  pretend  to  love, 

And  have  no  pity  > Love  and  that  are  Twins, 

Here  will  I grow  3 

Thus  compafs  you  with  thefe  fupplareing  Cords, 

And  pull  fo  long  till  the  proud  Fabrick  falls. 

Emp.  Still  kneel,  and  Rill  embrace  3 ’tis  double  pleafure 
So  to  be  hugg’d,  and  fee  Sebafiiand ye. 

Aim.  Look  Tyrant,  when  thounam'ft  Sebaftiani  deatb> 

Thy  very  Executioners  turn  pale, 

Rough  as  they  are,  and  harden’d  in  the  trade 

Of  Death,  they  ftartat  an  anointed  Head,  And 
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And  tremble  to  approach : He  hears  me  not* 

Nor  minds  th’  impreffion  of  a God  on  Kings  3 
Becaufe  no  ftamp  of  Heav'n  was  on  his  Soul : 

But  the  refitting  Mafs  drove  back  the  Seal. 

Say,  though  thy  heart  be  rock  of  Adamant, 

Yet  Rocks  are  not  impregnable  to  Bribes; 

Inftrudt  me  how  to  bribe  thee  : Name  thy  price  3 
Lo,  I refign  my  Title  to  the  Crown  3 
Send  me  to  exile  with  the  Man  I love, 

And  baniftiment  is  Empire. 

Emp.  Here’s  my  claim  5 [Clapping  his  hand  to  his  Sword* 
And  this  extinguifh’d  thine  3 thou  giv’ft  me  nothing. 

•Aim.  My  Father’s,  Mothers,  Brothers  death  I pardon  t 
That’s  fomewhat  fure ; a mighty  Sum  of  Murther, 

Of  innocent  and  kindred  blood  ftrook  off. 

My  Prayers  and  Penance  (hall  difcount  for  thefe, 

And  beg  of  Heav’n  to  charge  the  Bill  on  me : 

Behold  what  price  I offer,  and  how  dear 
To  buy  Sehajiians  life. 

Emp.  Let  after  reck’nings  trouble  fearful  fools  3 
I’ll  ftand  the  tryal  of  thofe  trivial  Crimes : 

But,  fince  thou  beg’ft  me  to  prefcribe  my  terms,  • 

The  only  I can  offer  are  thy  love  3 
And  this  one  day  of  refpite  to  refolve. 

Grant  or  deny,  for  thy  next  word  is  Fate  5 
And  Fate  is  deaf  to  Pray’r. 

Aim.  May  Heav’n  be  fo  |[ Rijing  up. 

At  thy  laft  breath  to  thine : I curfe  thee  not, 

For  who  can  better  curfe  the  Plague  or  Devil, 

Than  to  be  what  they  are  > That  Curfe  be  thine. 

Now,  do  not  fpeak  Selaji/an,  tor  you  need  not, 

But  dye,  for  I refign  your  Life : Look  Heav’n, 

Almeycla  dooms  her  dear  Sehafiiani  death? 

But  is  there  Heav’n,  for  I begin  to  doubt  3 

The  Skyes  are  hufh’d  3 no  grumbling  Thunders  rcul : 

Now  take  your  (wing,  ye  impious  j Sin  unpunifr.’dj 
Eternal  providence  feems  overwatch’d, 

And  with  a flumb’ring  Nod  affents  to  Murther. 

H 2,  Enter 
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Enter  Dorax  attended  by  three  Soldiers » 

Emp.  Thou  mov’ft  a Tortoife  pace  to  my  relief. 

Take  hence  that,  once  a King,  thatfullen  pride 
That  fwells  to  dumbnefs  3 lay  him  in  the  Dungeon, 

And  fink  him  deep  with  Irons  3 that  when  he  wou’d, 

He  fhall  not  groan  to  hearing,  when  I fend 
The  next  Commands  are  death. 

Aim . Then  Prayers  are  vain  as  Gurfes. 

Emp.  Much  at  one 

In  a Slaves  mouth,  againft  a Monarch’s  Pow'r. 

This  day  thou  haft  to  think  3 

At  night,  if  thou  wilt  curfe,  thou  (halt  curfe  kindly  3 

Then  1 11  provoke  thy  lips  3 lay  fiegefo  clofe, 

That  all  thy  Tallying  breath  (hall  turn  to  Bleffings, 

Makehafte,  feize,  force  her,  bear  her  hence. 

Aim . Farewel,  my  laft  Sebajiian  ! 

I do  not  beg,  I challenge  Juftice  now  3 
O Pow’rs,  if  Kings  be  your  peculiar  care, 

Why  plays  this  Wretch  with  your  Prerogative? 

Now  flafhhim  dead,  now  crumble  him  to  afhes  3 
Or  henceforth  live  confin'd  in  your  own  Palace  5 
And  look  not  idely  out  upon  a World 
That  is  no  longer  yours. 

She  is  carried  off Jlrugling,  Emperour  and  Renduczx  follow* 

Sebaftian  Jiruggles  in  his  Guards  Arms , and  fhakes  off  one  of  them, 
but  two  others  come  in , and  hold  him  3 he  fpeahj  not  all  the  while . 

Dor.  I find  Fm  but  a half-ftrain’d  Villain  yet  3 £ AJide . 

But  mungril-mifchievous3  for  my  Blood  boy  Pd, 

To  view  this  brutal  ad  3 and  my  ftern  Soul 
Tug’J  at  my  arm  to  draw  in  her  defence. 

Down  thou  rebelling  Chriftian  in  my  heart  5 

Redeem  thy  fame  on  this  Sebajiian  firft  3 

Then  think  on  others  wrongs,  when  thine  are  righted. 

[Walks  a turn. 

But 
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But  how  to  right  ’em  ? on  a Slave  difarm’d, 

Defencelels,  and  fubmitted  to  my  rage  > 

A bafe  revenge  is  vengeance  on  my  fell?  [walks  again. 

I have  it  5 and  I thank  thee,  honeft  head. 

Thus  prefent  to  me  at  my  great  neceffity : — 

[Comes  up  to  Sebaftian. 

You  know  me  not? 

Sebafl.  I hear  Men  call  thee  Dorax. 

Dor.  ’Tis  well,  you  know  enough  for  once : you  fpeak  too  j 
You  were  (truck  mute  before. 

Sebajl.  Silence  became  me  then. 

Dor.  Yet  we  may  talk  hereafter. 

Seb.  Hereafter  is  not  mine  : — - 

Difpatch  thy  work,  good  Executioner. 

Dor.  None  of  my  blood  were  hangmen  3 add  that  falfhood 
To  a long  Bill  that  yet  remains  unreckon’d. 

Seb.  A King  and  thou  can  never  have  a reck’ning. 

Dor.  A greater  fumm  perhaps  than  you  can  pay. 

Mean  time  I fhall  make  bold  t’increafe  your  debt, 

(gives  him  his  Srnrd) 

Take  this,  and  ufe  it  at  your  greateft  need. 

Seb.  This  hand  and  this,  have  been  acquainted  well  3 
( Looks  on  it.) 

It  fliou’d  have  come  before  into  my  grafp, 

To  kill  the  Ravifner. 

Dor.  Thou  heardft  the  Tyrants  orders  3 Guard  thy  life 
When  ’tis  attack’d,  and  guard  it  like  a Man. 

Seb.  I’m  ftill  without  thy  meaning  but  I thank  thee. 

Dor.  Thank  me  when  I ask  thanks  5 thank  me  with  that. 
Seb.  Such  furly  kindnefs  did  1 never  fee ! 

(Dorax  to  the  Captain  of  his  Guards.) 

Muza,  draw  out  a file,  pick  man  by  man. 

Such  who  dare  dye,  and  dear  will  fell  their  death. 

Guard  him  to  th’  utmofl:  3 now  conduit  him  hence, 

And  treat  him  as  my  Perfon. 


Seb.  Some- 
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Sll.  Something  like 

That  voice  methinks  I fhou’d  have  fomewhere  heard : 

But  floods  of  woes  have  hurry 'd  it  far  off  , 

Beyond  my  kenn  of  Soul. 

[_E xit  Sebaflian  with  the  Soldiers . 
Dor.  But  I (hall  bring  him  back  ungrateful  Man,  [Solus. 
I (hall,  and  fet  him  full  before  thy  fight, 

When  I (hall  front  thee,  like  fome  flaring  Gho.ft, 

With  all  my  wrongs  about  me. What  fo  foon 

Return'd  ? This  halt  is  boding. 

Enter  to  him  Emperor,  Benducar,  Mufti. 

Emp.  She’s  ftill  inexorable,  ftill  Imperious  5 
And  loud,  as  if  like  Bacchus  born  in  thunder. 

Be  quick,  ye  falfe  Phyficians  of  my  mind, 

Bring  fpeedy  Death  or  Cure. 

Bend . What  can  be  counfell’d  while  Sebaflian  lives  ? 

The  Vine  will  cling,  while  the  tall  poplar  ftands : 

But  that  cut  down  creeps  to  the  next  fupport, 

And  twines  as  clofely  there. 

Emp.  That’s  done  with  eafe,  I (peak  him  dead : proceed. 
Muf.  Proclaim  your  Marriage  with  Almeyda  next, 

That  Civil  Wars  may  ceafe;  this  gains  the  Growds 
Then  you  may  fafely  force  her  to  your  will : 

For  People  fide  with  violence  and  injuftice, 

When  done  for  publick  good. 

Emp.  Preach  thou  that  doftrine. 

Bend . Th’  unreafonable  fool  has  broach’d  a truth  [Ajide, 
That  blafts  my  hopes  , but  fince  ’tis  gone  fo  far, 

He  (hall  divulge  Almejda  is  a Chriftian : 

If  that  produce  no  tumult  I defpair. 

Emp,  Why  fpeaks  not  Dorax  } 

Dor.  Becaufe  my  Soul  abhors  to  mix  with  him. 

Sir,  let  me  bluntly  fay,  you  went  too  far 
To  truft  the  Preaching  pow’r  cn  State  Affairs, 
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To  him  or  any  Heavenly  Demagogue. 

Tis  a limb  lopt  from  your  Prerogative, 

And  fo  much  of  Hcav’ns  Image  blotted  from  you. 

M»f.  Sure  thou  haft  never  heard  of  Holy  Men 
(So  Chriftians  call  ’em)  fam’d  in  State  Affairs 3 
Such  as  in  Spain  Ximenes,  Albornoz ., 

In  England  Woolfey  ; match  me  thefe  with  Laymen. 

Dorax.  How  you  triumph  in  one  or  two  of  thefe. 
Born  to  be  Statefmen,  hap’ning  to  be  Church-men  : 
Thou  call  ft  ’em  holy 5 fo  their  fun&ion  was  3 
But  tell  me,  Mufti,  which  of  ’em  were  Saints  ? 

Next,  Sir,  to  you  ; the  fumm  of  all  is  this  ^ 

Since  he  claims  pow’r  from  Heav’n,  and  not  from  Kings, 
When  ’tis  his  int’reft,  he  can  int’reft  Heav’n 
To  preach  you  down  5 and  Ages  oft  depend 
On  hours,  uninterrupted,  in  the  Chair. 

Ewp.  I’ll  truft  his  Preaching  while  I rule  his  pay. 
And  I dare  truft  my  AffricUh,  to  hear 
Whatever  he  dare  Preach. 

Dor.  You  know  ’em  not. 

The  genius  of  your  Moors  is  mutiny 5 

They  fcarcely  want  a Guide  to  move  their  madnels  1 

Prompt  to  rebel  on  every  weak  pretence, 

Bluftring  when  courted,  crouching  when  oppreft. 

Wife  to  themfelves,  and  fools  to  all  the  World. 
Reftlefs  in  change,  and  perjur’d  to  a Proverb. 

They  love  Religion  fweetn’d  to  thefenfe3 
A good,  luxurious,  palatable  fdth. 

Thus  Vice  and  Godlinefs,  prepoft’rous  pair, 

Ride  cheek  by  joul  3 but  Churchmen  hold  the  Reins, 
And,  when  ere  Kings  wou’d  lower  Clergy  greatnefs, 
They  learn  too  late  what  pow’r  the  Preachers  have, 

And  whofe  the  Subjedk  are  3 the  Mufti  knows  it  3 
Nor  dares  deny  what  pafs’d  betwixt  us  two. 

Emp,  No  more  3 what  ere  he  faid  was  by  Command. 


Dor,  Why 


Dor.  Why  then  no  more,  fince  you  will  hear  no  more  } 
Some  Kings  are  refolute  to  their  own  ruin. 

Entp.  Without  your  medling  where  you  are  not  ask’d 
Obey  your  Orders,  and  difpatch  Sebajiian . 

Dor.  Truft  my  revenge  5 be  fure  I wifh  him  dead. 

Entp.  What  mean’ft  thou  ! what’s  thy  wifhing  to  my  will} 
Difpatch  him,  rid  me  of  the  Man  I loath, 

Dor.  I hear  you  Sir,  I’ll  take  my  time  and  do’t 

Emp.  Thy  time?  what’s  all  thy  time,  what’s  thy  whole  life 
To  my  one  hour  of  eafe?  no  more  replies, 

But  fee  thou  do’ftit}  Or — — 

Dor.  Choak  in  that  threat : I can  fay  Or,  as  loud. 

Entp.  Tis  well,  I fee  my  words  have  no  effeft, 

But  I may  fend  a MefTage  to  difpofe  you. 


Dor . Expeft  an  anfwer  worthy  of  that  MefTag 
Muf.  The  Prophet  ow’d  him  this  : 

And  thank’d  be  Heav’n,.he  ha^it. 

Bend.  By  Holy  Alha,  I conjure  you  (lay, 

And  judge  not  raftily  of  fo  brave  a Man. 


[7/  going  off, r 
e. 

[ Ajide. 


( Dram  the  Emperor  ajide  and  whifpers  hint.) 


I’ll  give  you  reafons  why  he  cannot  execute 
Your  Orders  now,  and  why  he  will  hereafter. 

Muf.  Benducar  is  a fool  to  bring  him  off, 

I’ll  work  my  own  revenge,  and  fpeedily. 

Bend . The  Fort  is  his,  the  Soldiers  hearts  are  his  5 
A thoufand  Chriftian  Slaves  are  in  the  Caftle, 

Which  he  can  free  to  reinforce  his  pow’r; 

Your  Troops  far  off,  beleaguering  Earache^ 

Yet  in  the  Chriftians  hands. 

Entp.  I grant  all  this  3 
But  grant  me  he  muft  dye. 

Bend.  He  (hall } by  poyfon  : 

’Tis  here,  the  deadly  drug  prepar’d  in  powder, 

Hot  as  Hell  fire  ; then,  to  prevent  his  Soldiers 

From  iifing  to- revenge  their  Genrals  death, 
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While  he  is  ftruggling  with  his  Mortal  pangs, 

The  Rabble  on  the  fudden  may  be  rais’d 
to  feize  the  Caftle.  * 

Emp.  Do’t  3 ’tis  left  to  thee. 

Bend.  Yet  more  3 but  clear  your  brow  5 for  he  obferves. 

( They  whifper  again.) 

Dor.  What  will  the  Fav’rite  prop  my  falling  fortunes, 

0 Prodigie  of  Court ! [Aftde. 

Emperor  and  Benducar  return  to  Dorax. 

Emp.  Your  Friend  has  fully  clear’d  your  Innocence  3 

1 was  too  hafty  to  condemn  unheard. 

And  you  perhaps  too  prompt  in  your  replies. 

As  far  as  fits  the  Majefty  of  Kings, 

I ask  excufe. 

Dor.  I’m  fure  I meant  it  well. 

Emp.  I know  you  did:  — this  to  our  love  renew’d.  ~ 

[Emperor  drinks. 

Benducar  fill  to  Dorax. 

[Benducar  turns  and  mixes  a powder  in  it. 
Dor.  Let  it  go  round  for  all  of  us  have  need 
To  quench  our  heats  3 ’tis  the  Kings  health  Benducar.  — 

[He  drinks. 

And  I wou’d  pledge  it  though  I knew  ’twere  poyfon. 

Bend.  Another  Bowl,  for  what  the  King  has  touch’d, 

[Drinks  out  of  another  BowL 
And  you  have  pledg’d,  is  facred  to  your  loves. — 

Muf.  Since  Charity  becomes  my  calling,  thus 
Let  me  provoke  your  friendfhip:  and  heav’n  blefs  it 
As  I intend  it  well 

Drinkj  3 and  turning  ajide  pours  fome  drops  out  of  a 
little  Vial  into  the  Bowl  3 then  prefentsit  to  Dorax. 

Dor.  Heav’n  make  theehoneft. 

On  that  condition  we  fhall  foon  be  friends.  — [Drinks. 

I ' Mufti. 
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Mnf.  Yes3  at  our  meeting  in  another  World. 3 [Afide. 

For  thou  haft  drunk  thy  pafsport  out  of  this. 

Not  the  Nonacrian  fount,  nor  Lethe’s  Lake, 

Cou’d  fooner  numb  thy  nimble  faculties 
Than  this,  to  deep  eternal. 

Now  farewel  Dsrax ; this  was  our  firft  quarrel, 

And  I dare  prophefie  will  prove  our  iaft. 

Exit  Emperor  with  Benducar  and  the  Mufti. 

Dor . It  may  be  fo:  I’m  ftrangely  difcompos’d  3 J 

Quick  (hootings  through  my  limbs,  and  pricking  pains, 

Qualms  at  my  heart,  Convulfions  in  my  nerves, 

Shiv’rings  of  cold,  and  burnings  of  my  entrails 
Within  my  little  World  make  medley  War, 

Lofe  and  regain,  beat  and  are  beaten  backs 
As  momentary  Vigors  quit  their  ground. 

Can  it  be  poyfon ! poyfon’s  of  one  tenour, 

Or  hot  or  cold  3 this  neither,  and  yet  both. 

Some  deadly  Draught,  fame  enemy  of  life 
Boils  in  my  bowels,  and  works  out  my  Soul. 

Ingratitude’s  the  growth  of  ev’ry  Clime  3 
Affrick,  the  Scene  remov’d,  is  Portugal. 

Of  all  Court-fervice  learn  the  common  lot  3 
To  day  Vis  done,  to  morrow  Vis  forgot. 

Oh  were  that  all ! my  honeft  Corps  muft  lye 
Expos’d  to  fcorn,  and  publtck  Infamy : 

My  Ihameful  Death  will  be  divulg’d  alone . 

The  worth  and  honour  of  my  Soul  unknown. 

[Exit. 

J 

\ 
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Scene 


Scene  i.  Is  a Night  Scene  of  the  Mufti’*  Garden  where 
an  Arbour  is  dif cover  d. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  QHE  names  her  felf  Morayma  3 the  Mufti's  only  Daugh- 
try [er5  and  a Virgin ! This  is  the  time  and  place  that 
fhe  appointed  in  her  letter,  yet  (he  comes  not.  Why  thou 
fweet  delicious  Creature,  why  to  torture  me  with  thy  delay ! 
dar’ft  thou  be  falfe  to  thy  Affignation  } What,  in  the  cool 
and  filence  of  the  night,  and  to  a new  Lover  ? Pox  on  the 
Hypocrite  thy  Father  , for  inftru&ing  thee  fo  little  in  the 
fweeteft  point  of  his  Religion.  Hark,  I hear  the  ruffling  of 
her  Silk  Mantle.  Now  (he  comes  3 now  (he  comes  5 no, 
hang’t,  that  was  but  the  whiffling  of  the  wind  through  the 
Orange  Trees.  Now  again,  I hear  the  pit  a pat  of  a pretty 
foot  through  the  dark  Alley  : No,  ’tis  the  Son  of  a Mare 
that’s  broken  loofe  and  munching  upon  the  Melons : — — Oh 
the  mifery  of  an  expecting  Lover!  Well  I’ll  e’en  defpair,  go 
into  my  Arbour,  and  try  to  deep  3 in  a dream  I (hall  enjoy 
her  in  de(pight  of  her.  into  the  Arbour  and  lyes  down. 

Enter  Johayma  wrapt  up  in  a Moorifh  Mantle. 

Joh.  Thus  far  my  love  has  carry ’d  me,  almoft  without 
my  knowledg  whither  I was  going  : Shall  I go  on,  (hall  1 

difcover  my  felf  ! What  an  injury  am  I doing  to  my 

old  Husband ! — Yet  what  injury,  fince  he’s  old,  and  has 
three  Wives  and  fix  Concubines  befides  me ! ’Tis  but  ftealing 
my  own  Tythe  from  him. 

[. She  comes  a little  nearer  the  Arbour. 

Antonio  raijing  himfelf  a little  and  looking. 

At  laft  ’tis  fhe  : this  is  no  illufion  I am  fure  3 ’tis  a true  She- 
devil  of  Flefh  and  Blood  3 and  fhe  cou’d  never]  have  taken  a 
fitter  time  to  tempt  me.  

* I 2 ‘joh. 
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Joh.  He’s  young  and  handfome. 

Ant.  Yes,  well  enough  I thank  nature.  [ 'Afide . 

Job.  And  I am  yet  neither  old  nor  ugly  : fare  he  will  not 
ref u(e  me. 

Ant.  No,  thou  m3yft  pawn  thy  Maiden  head  upon’t  he 
wonnot.  [Afide. 

Job.  The  Mufti  wou’d  feaft  himfelf  upon  other  Women, 
and  keep  me  falling. 

Ant.  O,  the  holy  Curmudgeon!  [ Afide . 

Job.  Wou’d  Preach  abftinence,  and  pra&ice  luxury  ! but  I 
thank  my  Stars,  I have  edify ’d  more  by  his  example  than  his 
precept. 

Anton.  Moft  divinely  argu’d ; file’s  the  belt  Cafuift  in  all 
Affric\.  ~ [Afide, 

He  rufhes  out  and  embraces  her, 

I can  hold  no  longer  from  embracing  thee  my  dear  Moray - 
ma : the  old  unconscionable  Whorfon  thy  Father,  cou’d  he 
expert  cold  chaftity  from  a Child  of  his  begetting? 

Job.  What  nonlenle  do  you  talk  ? do  you  take  me  for  the 
Mufti’s  Daughter? 

Ant.  Why  are  you  not  Madam  ? 

[throwing  off  her  Barnus. 

Joh.  T find  you  had  an  appointment  with  Morayma. 

Ant.  By  all  that’s  good,  the  naufeous  Wife.  [Afide. 

Joh.  What  you  are  confounded  and  ftand  mute? 

Ant.  Somewhat  nonpluft  I confefsj  to  hear  you  deny  your 
name  fo  pofitively  $ why  are  not  you  Morayma  the  Mufti’s 
Daughter?  Did  not  I fee  you  with  him,  did  not  he  prelent 
me  to  you  ? Were  you  not  fo  charitable  as  to  give  me  Mo- 
ney ? Ay  and  to  tread  upon  my  foot,  and  fqueeze  my  hand 
too,  if  I may  be  fo  bold  to  remember  you  of  paft  favours. 

Joh.  And  you  fee  I am  come  to  make  ’em  good,  but  I am 
neither  Morayma  nor  the  Mufti’s  Daughter. 

Ant.  Nay,  I know  not  that:  but  I am  fure  he  is  old  enough 
to  be  your  Father:  and  either  Father,  or  Reverend  Father,  I 
heard  you  call  him. 


Jok  Once 
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Johaynxt,  Once  again,  how  came  you  to  name  Murtyma  <? 

Ant.  Another  damn’d  miftake  of  mine : For,  asking  one  of  my 
fellow  Slaves,  who  were  the  chief  Ladies  about  the  houfe  $ he 
anfwer’d  me  Moraynta  and  J vhayma  $ but  fhe  it  feems  is  his 
Daughter,  with  a Pox  to  her,  and  you  are  his  beloved  Wife. 

J oh.  Say  your  beloved  Miffris,  if  you  pleafe  $ for  that’s  the 
Title  I defire.  This  Moon-fhine  grows  offenfive  to  my  Eyes, 
come,  (hall  we  walk  into  the  Arbor  ? There  we  may  re&ifieall 
miftakes. 

Ant.  That’s  clofe  and  dark. 

Job.  And  are  thofe  faults  to  Lovers  ? 

Ant.  But  there  I cannot  pleafe  my  ielf,  with  the  fight  of  your 
beauty. 

Job.  Perhaps  you  may  do  better. 

Ant . But  there’s  not  a breath  of  air  ftirring, 

' Job . The  breath  of  Lovers  is  the  fweeteftairj  but  you  are 
fearful. 

Ant.  I am  confidering,  indeed,  that  if  I am  taken  with  you. — 

Job.  The  beft  way  to  avoid  it,  is  to  retire,  where  we  may  not 
be  difcover’d. 

Ant . Where  lodges  your  Husband  ? 

J oh.  Juft  againft  the  face  of  this  open  Walk. 

Ant.  Then  he  has  feen  us  already,  for  ought  I know. 

Job.  You  make  fomany  Difficulties,  I fear  I am  difpleafing. 
to  you. 

Ant.  afide.  II  Moraytna  comes  and  takes  me  in  the  Ai  bor  with 
her,  I have  made  a fine  exchange  of  that  Diamond  for  this 
Pebble. 

Job.  You  are  much  fall’ll  off,  let  me  tell  you,  from  the  fury 
of  your  firft  embrace. 

Ant.  I confefs,  I was  fomewhat  too  furious  at  firft,  but  you 
will  forgive  the  tranfport  of  my  paffion  5 now  I have  confider’d 
it  better,  I have  a qualm  of  Confidence. 

Job.  Of  Confidence ! Why,  what  has  Confcience  to  do- with 
two  young  Lovers  that  have  opportunity  ? 

Ant.  Why  truly  Confcience  is  fomething  to  blame  for  snter- 
pofing  in  our  matters : But  how  can  I help  it,  if  I have  a Scruple 
to  betray  my  Mafter  ? Job . 
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Job.  There  muff  be  fomething  more  in  it  $ for  your  Confci- 
ence  was  very  quiet  when  you  took  me  for  Morayma. 

Ant.  I grant  you,  Madam,  when  I took  you  for  his  Daughter : 
For  then  I might  have  made  you  an  honorable  amends  by  Mar- 
riage. 

job.  You  Chriftians  are  fuch  peeking  Sinners,  you  tremble 
at  a Shadow  in  the  Moon-fhine. 

Ant.  And  you  Affricans  are  fuch  Termagants,  you  flop  at 
nothing.  I muft  be  plain  with  you,  you  are  married,  and  to 
a Holy  Man,  the  Head  of  your  Religion  : Go  back  to  your 
Chamber,  go  back,  I fay,  and  confider  of  it  for  this  night ; as 
I will  do  on  my  part : I will  be  true  to  you,  and  invent  all  the 
Arguments  lean  to  comply  with  you  5 and  who  knows,  but  at 
our  next  meeting,  the  fweet  Devil  may  have  more  power  over 
me:  1 am  true  flefh  and  blood,  l ean  tell  you  that  for  your 
comfort. 

Job.  Flefh  without  blood  I think  thou  art  3 or  if  any,  ’tis  as 
cold  as  that  of  Fifties.  But  I’ll  teach  thee,  to  thy  coft,  what 
Vengeance  is  in  ftore  for  refuting  a Lady,  who  has  offer’d  thee 

her  Love : Help,  Help,  there  3 will  no  body  come  to  my 

affiftance  ? 

jint.  What  do  you  mean.  Madam,  for  Heaven’s  fake  ppace  5 
your  Husband  will  hear  you  3 think  of  your  own  danger,  if 
you  will  not  think  of  mine. 

Job.  Ingrateful  Wretch,  thou  deferv’fl:  no  pity  : Help,  Help, 
Husband,  or  I fhall  be  ravifh’d  : The  Villain  will  be  too  ftrong 
for  me.  Help,  help,  for  pity  of  a poor  diftrefled  Creature. 

Ant.  Then  I have  nothing  but  impudence  to  affift  me : I muff 
drown  her  clamor  what  e’er  comes  on’t. 

He  takfs  cut  his  Flute,  and  flays  as  loud  as  he  can  fojjibly , 
and  Jke  continues  crying  out. 

Enter  the  Mufti  in  his  Night-gown,  and  two  Servants. 

Mufti,  O thou  Villain,  what  horrible  impiety  art  thou  com- 
mitting? What  ravilhing  the  Wife  oi  my  Bofoms’  Take  him 

away. 
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away,  ganch  him,  impale  him,  rid  the  World  of  fuch  a 
Monfter. 

[ Servants  feize  him. 

Ant.  Mercy,  dear  Matter,  Mercy:  Hear  me  firft,  and  after, 
if  I have  defer  ved  hanging,  fpare  me  not : What  have  you  feen 
to  provoke  you  to  this  cruelty  ? 

Mufii,  I have  heard  the  out  crys  of  my  Wife;  the  bleatings 
of  the  poor  innocent  Lamb : Seen  nothing,  fay’d  thou  ? If  I fee  * 
the  Lamb  lye  bleeding,  and  the  Butcher  by  her  with  his  Knife 
drawn  and  bloody,  is  not  that  evidence  fufficient  of  the  Murther? 

I come  too  late,  and  the  Execution  is  already  done. 

Ant.  Pray  think  in  reafon,  Sir,  is  a Man  to  be  put  to  death 
fora  fimilitude?  No  Violence  has  been  committed;  none  in. 
tended*:  Tire  Lamb’s  alive ; and  if  I durft  tell  you  fo,  no  more 
a Lamb  than  I am  a Butcher. 

Job.  How’s  that.  Villain,  dar’ftthou  accufeme? 

Ant.  Be  patient  Madam,  and  fpeak  but  truth,  and  Ml  do  any 
thing  to  ferve  you  : I (ay  again,  and  fwear  it  too.  I’ll  do  any 
thing  to  ferve  you. 

Job.  aftde.  I underftand  him ; but  I fear,  ’cis  now  too  late  to 

fave  him  : Pray  hear  him  fpeak,  Husband ; perhaps  he 

may  fay  fomething  forhimfelf;  I know  not. 

Mufti , Speak  thou,  has  he  not  violated  my  Bed  and  thy 
Honor  ? 

Job.  I forgive  him  freely  ; for  he  has  done  nothing  „•  What 
he  will  do  hereafter,  to  make  me  fatislaftion,  himfelf  bed  knows. 

Ant.  Any  thing,  any  thing,  fweet  Madam : I (hail  refufe  no 
drudgery. 

Muf.  But,  did  he  mean  no  mifehief?  Was  he  endeavour's:  g 
nothing? 

Job.  In  my  Confcience,  I begin  to  doubt  he  did  not. 

Muf.  ’Tis  impoffible  : Then  what  meant  all  thofeout-crys? 

Job.  I heard  Mufick  in  the  Garden,  and  at  an  unfeafonable 
time  of  night ; and  I dole  foftly  out  of  my  Bed,  as  imagining 
it  might  be  he. 

Muf.  How’s  that  Johajitna ? Imagining  it  was  he,  and  yet 
5'qu  went  ? 

Job.  . 
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J ah.  Why  not,  tny  Lord?  Am  not  I the  Miftris  of  the 
Family  ? And  is  it  not  my  place  to  fee  good  Orders  kept  in  it  ? 

I thought  he  might  have  allur’d  fome  of'  the  Shee-flaves  to  him  3 
and  was  refolv’d  to  prevent  what  might  have  been  betwixt  him 
and  them  j when  on  thefudden  he  rufh’d  out  upon  me,  caught 
me  in  his  arms,  withfucha  fury. 

Muf.  I have  heard  enough,  away  with  him. 

Job.  Miftaking  me,  no  doubt,  for  one  of  his  fellow  Slaves : 
With  that,  affrighted  as  I was,  I difcover’d  my  fclf,  and  cry’d 
aloud : But  as  foon  as  ever  he  knew  me,  the  Villain  let  me  go, 
and  I mult  needs  fay,  he  ftarted  back,  as  if  I were  fome  Ser- 
pent j and  was  more  afraid  of  me  than  I of  him. 

Muf.  Othou  corrupter  of  my  Family,  that’s  caufe  enough  of 
death,  once  again,  away  with  him. 

Job.  What,  for  an  intended  Trefpafs  ? No  harm  has  been 
done,  whatever  may  be.  He  coft  you  five  hundred  Crowns 
I take  it. — 

Muf.  Thou  fay’fr  true,  a very  confiderable  Sum : He  (hall  not 
eye,  tho  he  had  committed  folly  with  a Slave  3 ’tis  too  much  to 
lofe  by  him. 

Sint.  My  only  fault  has  ever  been  to  love  playing  in  the 
dark,  and  the  more  fbe  cry’d,  the  more  I play’d  3 that  it  might  ' 
be  feen  I intended  nothing  to  her. 

Muf  To  your  Kennel,  Sirrah,  mortifie  your  flefh,  and  con- 
fider  in  whofe  Family  you  are. 

Job.  And  one  thing  more  ^remember  from  henceforth  to  obey 
better. 

Muf.aftde.  For  all  her  fmoothnefs,  I am  not  quite  cur’d  of  my 
Jealoufie  3 but  I have  thought  of  a way  that  will  clear  my 
doubts. 

[ Ex  it  Mufti  with Johayma  and  Servants. 

Ant.  Iammortify’d  fufficiently  a’ready,  without  the  help  of 
his  ghoffly  Counfel.  Fear  of  Death  has  gone  farther  with  me 
in  two  Minutes,  than  my  Confcience  wou’d  have  gone  in  two 
Months.  I find  my  felf  in  a very  d jefted  condition,  all  over 
me3  poor  Sin  lyes  dormant,  Concupticence  is  retir’d  to  his  win- 
ter 
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ter  quarters;  and  if  Moray  wail lou’d  now  appear,  l fay  noftiorcv 
but  alas  for  her  and  me ! 

(*  Morayma  comes  out  of  the  Arbour  ; fhe  fleals  behind  him, 
and  claps  him  on  the  back . ) 

Morayma,  And  if  Morayma  fliou’d  appear,  as  fhe  does  appear, 
alas  you  fay  for  her  and  you ! 

Antonio , Art  thou  there,  my  fweet  temptation ! my  Eyes, 
my  Life,  my  Soul,  my  all ! 

Morayma , A mighty  Complement,  when  all  thefe,  by  your 
own  Cbnfeffion,  are  juft  nothing. 

Ant . Nothing,  till  thou  cam’ft  to  new  create  me ; thou  doft  not 
know  the  power  of  thy  own  Charms : let  me  embrace  thee,  and 
thou  ftialrfee  how  quickly  I can  turn  wicked. 

Morayma  ftepping  back.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  dangerous,  *tis  beft 
keeping  you  at  a diftance ; 1 have  no  mind  to  warm  a frozen  Snake 
in  mybofom;  he  may  chance  to  recover,  and  fting  me  for  my 
pains. 

Ant.  Confider  what  I havefuffer’d  lor  thy  fake  already  ; and 
make  me  fome  amends:  two  difappointments  in  a night,  O cruel 
Creature ! 

Mor.  And  you  may  thank  your  fe!f  for  both  : I came  eagerly 
to  the  Charge,  before  my  time,  through  the  back  walk  behind 
the  Arbour  3 and  you,  like  a frefti- water  Soldier,  ftood  guarding 
the  Pafs  before : if  you  mifs’d  the  Enemy,  you  may  thank 
your  own  dulnefs.  * 

Anton . Nay,  if  you  will  be  ufing  ftratagems,you  fhall  give  me 
leave  to  make  ufe  of  my  advantages,  now  I have  you  in  my 
power : we  are  fairly  met.  I’ll  try  it  out,  and  give  no  quarter. 

Mor.  By  your  favour,  Sir,  we  meet  upon  treaty  now,  and  not 
upon  defiance. 

Ant.  If  that  be  all,  you  fhall  have  Carte  blanche  immediately; 
for  I long  to  be  ratifying. 

Mor . No,  now  I think  on’t,  you  are  already  enter’d  into 
Articles  with  my  Enemy  jf chayma:  Any  thing  to  ferveyou  Ma 
dam;  I fliall  refufe  no  drudgery:  whofe  words  were  thofe- 

v . K 
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Gentleman^  was  chat  like  a Cavalier  of  honour? 

Anton , Not  very  heroick  ; but  "felf  prefervation  is  a point  a- 
bove  Honour  and  Religion  too  - — —Antonio  was  a Rogue  I 
muft  confers,  but  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  love  him. 

Mor.  To  beg  your  life  fo  bafeiy  5 and  to  prefent  your  Sword 
to  your  Enemy ; Oh  Recreant! 

Ant . It  I had  died  honourably,  my  fame  indeed  wou’d  have 
founded  loud,  but  l fhou’d  never  have  heard  theblaft:  Come, 
don't  make  your  felf  worfe  natur  d than  you  are : to  fave  my  life, 
you  wou’b  be  content  I lRou’d  promife  any  thing. 

Mor.  Yes,  if  I were  fure  you  wou’d  perform  nothing. 

Ant . Can  you  fufpeft  I wou’d  leave  you  for  Johaywa  ? 

Mor . No ; but  I can  expert  you  wou’d  have  both  of  us : Love  is 
covetous,  I muft  have  all  or  you ; heart  for  heart  is  an  equal  truck. 
In  fhortj  am  younger;  I think  handfomer  5 and  am  furel  love  you 
better,  fhe  has  been  my  ftep-  mother  thefe  fifteen  years:  you  think 
that’s  her  face  you  fee, but  ’cis  only  a dawb’d  Vizard : fhe  wears  an 
Armour  of  proof  upon’t : an  inch  thick  of  Paint,  befides  the 
Wadi : her  Face  is  fo  fortifi’d  that  you  can  make  no  approaches  to 
it,  without  a Shovel.  But  for  her  conftancy,I  can  tell  you  for  your 
comfort,  fhe  will  love  till  death,  I mean  till  yours  : for  when  fhe 
has  worn  you  out, fhe  will  certainly  difpatch  you  to  another  world, 
for  fear  of  telling  tales;  as  fhe  has  already  ferv’d  three  Slaves,  your 
Predeccftbrs  of  happy  memory  in  her  favours . She  has  made  my 
pious  Father  a three  pil’d  Cuckold  to  my  knowledg  : and  now 
file  wou’d  be  robbing  me  of  my  fingle  Sheep  too. 

Ant.  Prithee  prevent  her  then;  and  at  leaft  take  the  {hearing  of 
me  fir#. 

Mor . No  ; I’ll  have  a Butchers  Pen’worth  of  you ; firft  fecure 
the  Carcafs,  and  then  take  the  fleece  into  the  bargain. 

Ant.  Why  fure,  you'did  not  put  your  felf  and  me  to  all  tins 
trouble,  for  a dry  come  oft:  by  this  hand  (taking  it:  ) 

Mor.  Which  you  fhall  never  touch;  but  upon  better  affurances 
than  you  imagine.  ( Fulling  her  hand  away.  ) 

Ant . PH  marry  thee,  and  make  a Chriftian  of  thee  thou  pretty 
damn’d  Infidel. 

Mcr.  I mean  you  fhall : but  no  earned,  till  the  bargain  be.  made 
before  witnefs:  there’s  love  enough  to  be  had,  and  as  much  as 

you 
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you  can  turn  you  to ; never  doubt  it,  but  all  upon  honourable 
terms. 

Ant.  I vow  and  fwear  by  Love ; and  he’s  a Deity  in  all  Religions. 

Mor.  But  never  to  be  trufted  in  any : he  has  another  name  too, 
of  a worfc  found.  Shall  Draft  an  Oath,  when  I fee  your  Eyes  lan- 
guifhing, your  Cheeks  fluihing,andcan  hear  your  heart  throbbing? 
no,  I’ll  not  come  near  you:  He’s  a foolifli  Phyfjtian  who  will  feel 
the  pulfe  of  a Patient,  that  has  the  Plague-fpots  upon  him. 

Ant.  Did  one  ever  hear  a little  Moppet,  argue  fo  pefverfly  a- 
gainft  fo  good  a Caufe ! Come,  prithee,  let  me  anticipate  a little 
of  my  Revenue. 

Mor . Youwou’d  feign  be  fingring  your  Rents  beforcdiand  j 
but  that  makes  a man  an  ill  Husband  ever  after,  Confider,  Mar- 
riage is  a painful  Vocation,  as  you  fliall  prove  it,  manage  your  In- 
comes as  thriftily  as  you  can,  you  fliall  find  a hard  task  on’t, 
to  make  even  at  the  years  end,  and  yet  to  live  decently. 

Ant . I came  with  a Chriftian  intention,  to  revenge  my  felf  up- 
on thy  Father;  for  being  the  head  of  a falfe  Religion. 

Mor . And  fo  you  fliall;  I offer  you  his  Daughter  for  your  Se- 
cond : but  fmee  you  are  foprefling,  meet  me  under  my  Window, 
tomorrow  night,  body  for  body,  about  this  hour  5 I’d  flip  down 
out  of  my  Lodging,  and  bring  my  Father  in  my  hand. 

Ant.  How,  thy  Father! 

Mor.  I mean  all  that’s  good  of  him  ; his  Pearls,  and  Jewels,  his 
whole  contents,  his  heart,  and  Soul ; as  much  as  ever  I can  carry. 
I’ll  leave  him  his  Alchoran  ; that’s  revenue  enough  for  him  : every 
page  of  it  is  Gold  and  Diamonds.  He  has  the  turn  of  an  Eye,  a 
demure  Smile,  and  a godly  Cant,  that  are  worth  Millions  to 
him.  I forgot  to  tell  you,  that  I will  have  a Slave  prepar’d  at 
the  Poftern  gate,  with  two  Horfes  ready  fadled  : no  more,  for  I 
fear,  I may  bemifs’d  ; and  think  I hear  ’em  calling  for  me,  — if 
you  haveconftancy  and  Courage. 

Ant . Never  doubt  it : and  love,  in  abundance  to  wander  with 
thee  all  the  World  over.  ( ket! — 

Mor.  The  value  of  twelve  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  211  a Caf- 

Ant . A heavy  burden  Heaven  knows!  but  we  muft  pra}7  for  pa- 
tience to  fupport  it. 
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Mor • Befidcs  a willing  Tic t that  will  venture  her  . Corps  with 
you : — Come,  I know  you  long  to  have  a parting  blow  with  me ; 
and  therefore  to  fliew  I am  in  Charity  ~ ( He  kiffes  her,  ) 

Ant*  Once  more,  for  pity  5 that  I may  keep  the  flavour  upon 
my  lips  till  we  meet  again, 

MGr.  No  ; frequent  Charities  make  bold  Beggars : and  befides  I 
have  learnt  of  a Falconer,  never  to  teed  up  a Hawk  when  I wou’d 
have  him  fly:  that’s  enough— — ■ but  if  you  will  be  nibling, 
here’s  a hand  to  flay  your  ftomach.  (Ktffingher  handff 

Anton . Thus  Conquer’d  Infidels,  that  Wars  may  ceafe. 

Are  forc’d  to  give  their  hands,  and  fign  the  Peace. 

Mor . Thus  Chriflians  are  outwitted  by  the  Foe; 

You  had  Her  in  your  Pow  r,  and  let  her  go. 

If  you  releafe  my  hand,  the  fault’s  not  mine; 

You  Ihou’d  have  made  me  feal,  as  well  as  fign. 

She  rum  off,  he  follows  her  to  the  door;  then  comes  back 
again,  md  goes  out  at  the  other. 
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Act  IV. 

Scene  i . BenducarV  Wallace  in  the  Cajlle  of  Alcazar. 

Bend.  MY  future  Fate,  the  colour  of  my  life,  (Solus; 

IVf.  Myall  depends  on  this  important  hour: 

This  hour  my  Lott  is  weighing  in  the  Scales, 

And  Heav’n,  perhaps,  is  doubting  what  to  do. 

Alrueyda  and  a Crown,  have  pulh’d  me  forward  ; 

’Tis  fix’d,  the  Tyrant  muft  not  ravish  her  : 

He  and  Sebaftian  {land  betwixt  my  hopes ; 

He  moil;  and  therefore  firft  to  be  difpatch’d. 

Thefe  and  a thoufand  tilings  are  to  be  done 
In  the  Ihort  compafs  of  this  cowling  Night, 

And  nothing  yet  perform’d, 

None  of  my  Emiflaries  yet  return’d. 

t ‘V'. T-oif  r/',  .XT';  ‘,vv-\  • i,  ' i 

Enter  idaly — Firft  Servant. 

Oh  Haly,  thou  haft  held  me  long  in  pain. 

What  haft  thou  learnt  of  Dor  ax  ? is  he  dead  > 

Haly,  Two  hours  I warily  have  watch’d  his  Palace ; 

Ail  doors  are  fhut,  no  Servant  peeps  abroad; 

Some  Officers  with  {hiding  haft  pafs’d  in. 

While  others  outward  went  on  quick  difpatch  ; 

Sometimes  huih’d  filencc  feem’d  to  reign  within; 

Then  Cries  confus’d,  and  a joint  clamour  follow’d  ; 

Then  Lights  went  gliding  by,  from  room  to  room, 

And  Ihot  like  thwarting  Meteors  crofs  the  houfe: 

Nor  daring  farther  to  enquire  : I came 
With  fpeed,  to  bring  you  this  imperfefl  news. 

Bend. 
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Bonn.  Hence  I conclude  him  either  dead  or  dying: 
HL$  mournful  Friends,  fummon’d  to  take  their  leaves. 

Are  throng’d  about  his  Couch,  and  fit  in  Council, 

What  thole  Caballing  Captains  may  defign, 

I mult  prevent, 

By  being  firft  in  Aftion. 

To  Muley  Zeydan  fly  with  fpeed,  defire  him 
To  take  my  iaft  inftructions  ; tell  th’  importance 
And  haft  his  prefence  here.  ( Exit 

How  has  this  Poifon  loft  its  wonted  way  ? 

It  {hou’d  have  burnt  its  paflage,  not  have  linger’d 
In  the  blind  Labyrinths  and  crooked  turnings 
Of  human  Compofition ; now  it  moves 
Like  a flow  Fire  that  works  againft  the  Wind, 

As  if  his  ftronger  Stars  had  interpos’d. 

Enter  Hamet. 

Well  Hamet,  are  our  Friends  the  Rabble  rais’d  ? 
From  Muftafa,  what  Mefiage? 

Hamet,  What  you  wifli : 

The  ftreers  are  thicker  in  this  noon  of  Night : 

Than  at  the  Mid-day  Sun : a drowzy  horrour 
Sits  on  cheir  Eyes,  like  fear  not  well  awake, 

All  crowd  in  heaps,  as  at  a Night  Alarm 
The  Bees  drive  out  upon  each  others  backs, 

T’  imbofs  their  Hives  in  clufters;  all  ask  news: 

Their  bufie  Captain  runs  the  weary  round 
To  whifper  Orders;  and  commanding  fiienc-e 
Makes  not  noife  ceafe ; but  deafens  ic  to  murmurs. 
Bend.  Night  wafts  apace : when,  when  will  he  appear 
Hamet,  He  only  waits  your  Summons. 

Bend.  Haft  their  coming. 

Let  fecrecy  and  filence  be  enjoin’d 
In  their  dole  march  : what  news  from  the  Lieutenant  > 
Hamet,  I left  him  at  the  Gate,  firm  to  your  Intereft, 
T’  admit  the  Townftnen  at  their  firft  appearance. 
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Bend.  Thus  far  *tis  well:  go  haften  Muftafa. 

( Exit  Ham. 

Enter  Orchati  the  Third  Servant. 

O,  Orchan,  did  I think  thy  diligence 
Wou’d  lag  behind  the  reft  ? what  from  the  Mufti  .<? 

Orchan , I fought  him  round  his  Palace ; made  enquiry 
Of  all  the  Slaves : in  ftiort,  I us’d  your  name 
And  urg’d  th’  importance  home ; but  had  for  anfwer 
That  fince  the  Ihut  of  Evening  none  had  feen  him. 

Bend.  Q the  curft  fate  of  all  Confpiracies ! 

They  move  on  many  Springs,  if  one  but  fail 
The  reftiff  Machine  flops.  — In  an  ill  hour  he’s  abfent; 

’Tis  the  firft  time,  and  fure  will  be  the  laft 
That  e’er  a Mufti  was  not  in  the  way. 

When  Tumult  and  Rebellion  lhou’d  be-  broach’d. 

Stay  by  me ; thou  are  refolute  and  faithful ; 

I have  Employment  worthy  of  thy  Arm.  ( Walks , 


Enter  Muley  Zeydan. 

Mnley  Zeyd.  You  fee  me  come  impatient  of  my  kopes, 
And  eager  as  the  Courier  for  the  Race : 

Is  all  in  readinefs? 

Bend.  All  but  the  Mufti. 

Mul.Zeyd.  We  muft  go  on  without  him. 

Bend.  True  we  muft; 

For  ’tis  ill  flopping  in  the  full  Career, 

How  e’er  the  leap  be  dangerous  and  wide. 

Orchan  looking  out.  I fee  the  blaze  of  Torches  from  afar ; 
And  hear  the  trampling  of  thick  beating  feet; 

This  way  they  move. 

. •tend.  No  doubt  the  Emperour. 

We  muft  not  be  furpriz’d  in  Conference. 

Truft  to  my  management  the  Tyrants  death; 
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And  haft  your  felt  to  join  with  Muflafa. 

The  Officer  who  guards  the  Gate  is  yours; 

When-  you  have  gain’d  that  Pafs,  divide  your  Force; 

Your  fell  in  Pcrfcn  head  one  chofen  half. 

And  march  c’  opprefs  the  Faftion  in  Confult 
With  dying  Dorax : Fate  has  driv’n  'em  all 
Into  the  NQt:  you  muft  be  bold  and  hidden: 

Spare  none,  and  if  you  find  him  ftrugling  yet 
With  pangs  of  Death,  truft  not  his  rowlmg  Eyes 
And  heaving  gafps  ; for  Poifon  may  he  falfe. 

The  home  thmft  of  a friendly  Sword  is  fare. 

Mul  Zeyd.  Doubt  not  my  Condufl: : they  (hall  be  furpriz’d ; 
Mercy  may  wait  without  the  Gate  one  Night, 

At  Morn  I’ll  take  her  in. 

Bend.  Here  lies  your  way. 

You  meet  your  Brother  there. 

Mul  Zejd . May  we  ne'er  meet : 

For,  like  the  Twins  of  Leda,  when  I mount 
He  gallops  down  the  Skies. — 

Exit  Muley  Zc yd. 

Bend \ He  comes : now  Heart 
Be  nb’d  with  Iron  for  this  one  attempt : 

Set  ope  thy  Sluces,  fend  the  vigorous  bloud 
Through  every  active  Limb  for  my  relief: 

Then,  take  thy  reft  within  thy  quiet  Cell, 

For  thou  fhalt  drum  no  more.  Ue 

- ; ' ; ,j  r ' 

Enter  Muley  Moluch  and  Guards  attending  him. 

Mul.  Mol . What  news  of  our  Affairs,  and  what  of  Borax  £ 

Is  he  no  more  ? fay  that,  and  make  me  happy. 

Bend i May  «all  your  Enemies  bej  like  that  Dog, 

Whofe  parting  Soul  is  labting  at  the  Lips. 

Mul.  Mol . The  People,  are  they  rais’d  * 

Bend.  And  Marfhall'd  too  ; 

Juft  ready  for  the  March. 

Mul  Mol  Then  Pm  at  eafe. 
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Bend.  The  Night  is  yours,  the  glitt ’ring  Hoad  oFHeav’n 
Shines  but  for  you  3 but  mod  the  Star  of  Love, 

That  twincklesyou  to  fair  Alwcyda's  Bed. 

Oh  there’s  a joy,  to  melt  in  her  embrace, 

Diflolve  in  pleafures  3 

And  make  the  gods  curfe  Immortality, 

That  fo  they  cou’d  not  dye. 

But  hade,  and  make  ’em  yours.  • 

Mul.  Mol . I wilJ^  and  yet 
A kind  of  weight  hangs  heavy  at  my  Heart  3 
My  flagging  Soul  flyes  under  her  own  pitch  3 
Like  Fowl  in  air  too  damp,  and  lugs  along, 

As  if  (he  were  a body  in  a body, 

And  not  a mounting  fubdance  made  of  Fire. 

My  Senfes  too  are  dull  and  dupifi'd, 

Their  edge  rebated  3 fure  fomeill  approaches. 

And  fome  kind  Spirit  knocks  foftly  at  my  Soul, 

To  tell  me  Fate’s  at  hand. 

Bend . Mere  Fancies  all. 

Your  Soul  has  been  beforehand  with  your  Body, 

And  drunk  fo  deep  a Draught  of  promis’d  blift. 

She  (lumbers  o’er  the  Cup  3 no  danger’s  near. 

But  of  a Surfeit  at  too  full  a Fea 


Mul.  Mol.  It  may  be  fo3  it  lo  s fo  like  the  Dream 
That  overtook  meat  my  waking  hour 
This  Morn  ; and  Dreams  they  fay  are  then  divine, 
When  all  the  balmy  Vapors  are  exhal’d, 

And  fome  oer-powYmg  God  continues  fleep. 

’Twas  then  methought  Almeyda,  finding,  came 
Attended  with  a Train  of  all  her  Race, 

Whom  in  the  rage  of  Empire  I had  murther’d. 

But  now,  no  longer  Foes,  they  gave  me  Joy 
Of  my  new  Conqued,  and  with  helping  hands 
Heav’d  me  into  our  Holy  Prophet’s  arms, 

Who  bore  me  in  a purple  Cloud  to  Heav’n. 

Bend . Good  Omen,  Sir,  I wifh  you  in  that  Heaven  } 
Your  Dream  portends  you. 


Which  prefages  death.' 


[A  fide. 

Mul. 
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M*tl  Mol  Thou  too  wert  there  5 
And  thou  methought  didd  pufh  me  from  below. 

With  thy  full  force  to  Pflradife. 

Bench  Yet  better. 

Mul.  Mol  Ha  ! What’s  that  grizly  Fellow  that  attends  thee  ? 
Bend . Why  ask  you  Sir  ? 

Mai  Mol.  For  he  was  in  my  Dream  5 
And  he+p’d  to  heave  me  up. 

Bend.  With  Pray’rs  and  Willies  3 
For  I dare  fwear  him  honed. 

Mul  Mol  That  may  be  3 
But  yet  he  looks  Damnation. 

Bend . You  forget, 

The  Face  wou’d  pleafe  you  better : Do  you  love? 

And  can  you  thus  forbear  ? 

Mul  Mol,  I’ll  head  ray  People  3 
Then  think  of  dalliance,  when  the  danger’s  o’er. 

My  warlike  Spirits  work  now  another  way  3 
And  my  Soul’s  tun’d  to  Trumpets. 

Bend.  You  debafe  your  felf, 

To  think  6f  mixing  with  th’  ignoble  Herd. 

Let  fuch  perform  the  fervile  Work  of  War, 

Such  who  have  no  Almeyda  to  enjoy. 

What  (hall  the  People  know  their  God-like  Prince 
Skulk’d  in  a nightly  Skirmilh  ? Stole  aConqued, 

Headed  a Rabble,  and  profan’d  his  Perfon, 

Shoulder’d  with  Filth,  born  in  a tide  of  Ordure,  cc 

And  difled  with  their  rank  offenfive  Sweat } 

Mul . Mol . I am  off  again  : f will  not  proditute 
The  Regal  Dignity  fo  fir,  to  head  'em. 

Bend . There  fpoke  a King. 

Difmifs  your  Guards  to  be  employ’d  ellewhere 
In  ruder  Combats:  You  will  want  no  Seconds 
In  thofe  Alarms  you  feek. 

Mul  Mol  Go  joyn  the  Crowd  3 \to  the  Guards . 

Benducar , thou  fnak  lead ’em,  in  my  place.  [Exeunt  Guards. 
The  God  of  Love  once  more  has  (hot  his  Fires 
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Into  my  Soul ; and  my  whole  Heart  receives  him. 

Almeyda  now  returns  with  all  her  Charms } 

I feel  her  as  fhe  glides  along  my  Veins,  % 

And  dances  in  my  Blood  .*  So  when  our  Prophet 
Had  long  been  ham’ring  in  his  lonely  Cell, 

Some  dull,  infipid,  tedious  Paradife, 

A brisk  Arabian  Girl  came  tripping  by  • 

Pafling  fhe  caft  at  him  a fide-long  glance, 

And  look’d  behind  in  hopes  to  be  purfu’d  : 

He  took  the  hint,  embrac’d  the  flying  Fair; 

And  having  found  his  Heav’n,  he  fix’d  it  there.  [Exit  MuL  Mol. 

Bend.  That  Paradife  thou  never  (halt  poflefs. 

His  death  is  eafle  now,  his  Guards  are  gone  5 
And  I can  fin  but  once  to  feize  the  Throne. 

All  after  A&s  are  fan&ify’d  by  powr. 

Orchan.  Command  my  Sword  and  Life. 

Bend.  I thank  thee  Orchan , 

And  {hall  reward  thy  Faith:  This  Matter  Key 
Frees  every  Lock,  and  leads  us  to  his  Perfon  : 

And  fhou’d  we  mifs  our  blow,  as  Heav’n  forbid. 

Secures  retreat  .•  Leave  open  all  behind  us; 

And  firft  fet  wide  the  Mufti's  Garden  Gate, 

Which  is  his  private  paffage  to  the  Palace : 

For  there  our  Mutineers  appoint  to  meet, 

And  thence  we  may  have  aid.  Now  deep  ye  Stars 
That  filently  o’erwatch  the  fate  of  Kings  5 
Be  all  propitious  Influences  barr’d, 

And  none  bur  murd’rous  Planets  mount  the  Guard. 

£ Exit  with  Orchan. 

A Night  Scene  of  the  MufiiV  Carden. 

Enter  the  Mufti  alone,  in  a Slave's  habit,  lik?  that  of  Antonio. 

Mufti,  This ’tis  to  have  a found  Head-piece  3 by  this. i have 
got  to  be  chief  of  tny  Religion  3 that  is,  honsftiy  (peaktfig,  to 
teach  others  what  I neither  know  nor  believe  my  felf.  For 
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what’s  Mahomet  to  me,  but  that  I get  by  him  > Now  for  my 
Policy  of  this  night:  I have  mew’d  up  my.  fufpe&ed  Spoufe 
in  her  Chamber.  No  more  Embaffies  to  that  lufty  youn? 
Stallion  of  a Gardiner.  Next  my  habit  of  a Slave  5 I have 
mademy  felf  aslikehimasl  can,  all  but  his  youth  and  vigor  ; 
Which  when  I had,  I pafs’d  my  time  as  well  as  any  of  my  Koiy 
Predeceflors.  Now  walking  under  the  Windows  of  my  Serag- 
lio, if  Jobaj/ma  look  out,  (he  will  certainly  take  me  for  Anto- 
nio, and  call  :o  me ; and  by  that  I (hall  know  what  Concupif- 
cence  is  working  in  her  $ (he  cannot  come  down  to  commit 
Iniquity,  there’s  my  fafety ; but  if  (he  peep,  if  (he  put  her 
Nofe  abroad,  there’s  demonftration  of  her  "pjpus  Will  : And 
I’ll  not  make  the  firft  precedent  for  a Church-man  to  forgive 
Injuries.  * 

Enter  Morayma  running  to  him  with  a Casket  in  her  hand 
and  embracing  him. 

Mor.  Now  I can  embrace  you  with  a good  Ccnfcience  ; here 
are  the  Pearls  and  Jewels,  here’s  my  Father. 

Muf  lam  indeed  thy  Father;  but  how  the  Devil  didft  thou 
know  me  in  this  difguife  ? And  what  Pearls  and  Jewels  doll  thou 
mean? 

Mongoing  back.- What  have  I done,  and  what  will  now 

become  of  me ! 

Muf.  Art  thou  m3d,  Morajma  .<? 

Mor.  I think  you’ll  make  me  Co. 

Muf.  Why,  what  have  I done  to  thee;?  Recoiled  thy  felf, 
and  fpeak  fenfe  to  me. 

^ Mor.  Tnen  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  are  the  word  of 
Fathers.  « 

Muf.  Did  I think  I had  begotten  fuch  a Monfter?  Proceed  my 
dutiful  Child,  proceed,  proceed. 

Mor.  You  have  been  raking  together  a mafs  of  Wealth,  by 
indirect  and  wicked  means ; the  Spoils  of  Orphansare  in  thefe 
Jewels,  and  the  Tears  of  Widows  in  thefe  Pearls. 

Muf.  Thou  amazed  me  ! 
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Mor.  I wouTd  do  fo.  This  Casket  is  loaded  with  your  Sins  5 
’tis  the  Cargo  of  Rapines,  Simony,  and  Extortions 5 the  Ini- 
quity of  thirty  Years  Muftiiliip,  converted  into  Diamonds. 

Muf  Wou’d  fome  rich  rayling  Rogue  would  fay  as  much  to 
me,  that  I might  fqueeze  his  Purfe  for  fcandal. 

Mor.  No  Sir,  you  get  more  by  pious  Fools  than  Raylers, 
when  youinfinuate  into  their  Families,  manage  their  Fortunes 
while  they  live,  and  beggar  their  Heirs  by  getting  Legacies 
when  they  dye.  And  do  you  think  I’ll  be  the  receiver  of 
your  Theft  ? I difcharge  my  Confcienceof  it : Here  take  again 
your  filthy  Mammon,  and  reftore  it  you  had  beft  to  the  true 
Owners. 

Muf  I am  finely  documented  by  my  own  Daughter. 

Mor.  And  a great  credit  for  me  to  be  fo ; Do  but  think 
how  decent  a Habit  you  have  on,  and  how  becoming  your 
Funftion  to  be  difguis’d  like  a Slave,  and  eves-dropping  un- 
der the  Womens  Windows,  to  be  faluted,  as  you  deferve  it 
richly,  with  a Pifs-pot : If  I had  not  known  you  cafually 
by  your  (bambling  gate,  and  a certain  reverend  awkardnefs 
that  is  natural  to  all  of  your  Funftion,  here  you  had  been 
expos’d  to  the  laughter  of  your  own  Servants  3 who  have 
been  in  fearch  of  you  through  your  whole  Seraglio,  peep- 
ing under  every  Petticoat  to  find  you. 

Muf  Prithee  Child  reproach  me  no  more  of  human  Failings  ^ 
they  are  but  a little  of  the  pitch  and  fpots  of  the  World 
that  are  ftill  flicking  on  me  5 but  I hope  to  fcour  ’em  out 
in  time.-  I am  better  at  bottom  than  thou  tbink’ft  5 I am 
not  the  Man  thou  tak’ft  me  for. 

Mor.  No,  to  my  forrow  Sir  you  are  not. 

Muj.  Ic  was  a very  odd  beginning,  tho  methought,  to  fee 
thee  come  running  ih  upon  me  with  fuch  a warm  embrace  $ 
prithee  what  was  the  meaning  of  that  violent  hot  Hug? 

Mir.  I am  fure  I meant  nothing  by  it,  but  the  zeal  and 
affettion  which  I bear  to  the  Man  of  the  World,  whom  I 
may  love  lawfully. 

Muf.  But  thou  wilt  not  teach  me  at  this  age  the  nature  of 
a clofe  Embrace  ? 

Mor 
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Mor.  No  indeed  5 for  my  Mother  in  Law  complains, 
that  you  are  part  teaching : But  if  you  miftook  my  innocent 
Embrace  Tor  Sin,  I wifh  heartily  it  had  been  given  where  it 
wou’d  have  been  more  acceptable. 

Mnf  Why,  this  is  as  it  fhou’d  be  now  : Take  the  Trea- 
fure  again,  it  can  never  be  put  into  better  hands. 

Mor.  Yes,  to  my  knowledg  but  it  might.  I have  confefs’d 
my  Soul  to  you,  if  you  can  underftand  me  rightly  5 I never 
difobey’d  you  till  this  night,  and  now  fince  through  the  vio- 
lence of  my  Paffion,  l have  been  fo  unfortunate,  I humbly 
beg  your  pardon,  your  bleffing,  and  your  leave,  that  upon 
the  firft  opportunity  I may  go  for  ever  from  your  fight  , 
for  Heaven  knows,  I never  defire  to  fee  you  more. 

Mnf.  Wiping  his  Eyes.  Thou  mak'ft  me  weep  at  thy  un- 
kindncfs  * indeed  dear  Daughter  we  will  not  part. 

Mor.  Indeed  dear  Daddy  but  we  will. 

Mnf.  Why  if  I have  been  a little  pilfering,  or  fo,  I take  it 
bitterly  of  thee  to  tell  me  of  it  5 fince  it  was  to  make  thee 
rich-,  and  I hope  a Man  may  make  bold  with  his  own  Soui, 
without  offence  to  his  own  Child  : Here  take  the  jewels  again, 
take ’em  I charge  thee  upon  thy  Obedience. 

Mor.  Well  then,  jn  vertue  of  Obedience  I will  take  ’em  5 
but  on  my  Soul,  I had  rather  they  were  in  a better  hand. 

Mnf.  Meaning  mine,  I know  it. 

Mor.  Meaning  his  whom  I love  better  than  my  life. 

Mnf.  That’s  me  again. 

Mor.  I wou’d  have  you  think  fo. 

Mnf  How  thy  good  nature  works  upon  me  5 well  I can  do 
no  lefs  than  venture  damning  for  thee,  and  I may  put  fair  for 
it,  if  the  Rabble  be  order’d  to  rife  to  Night. 

Enter  Antonio  in  an  Affrican  rich  habit . 

Ant.  What  do  you  mean  my  Dear,  to  (land  talking  in  this 
fufpicious  place,  juft  underneath  Johay/nas  Window  ? (to  the 
Mufti)  You  are  well  met  Comerade,  I know  you  are  the  friend 
of  our  flight?  are  the  horfes  ready  at  the  poftern  gate? 

Mnf. 
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Muf  Antonio , and  indifguife!  now  K>egin  to  fmeil  a rat 

Ant.  And  I another,  that  out-ftinksit  $ filfe  Morayma^  haft 
thou  thus  betray’d  me  to  thy  Father  ! 

Mor.  Aias^  I was  betray’d  my  felf:  He  came  difguis’d  like 
you,  and  I poor  Innocent  ran  into  his  hands. 

M*f  In  good  time  you  did  fo  } I laid  a trap  for  a Bitch  Fox, 
and  a worfe  Vermine  has  caught  himfelf  in  it:  you  wou’d  fain 
break  loofe  now,  though  you  left  a limb  behind  you  3 but  I 
am  yet  in  my  own  Territories  and  in- call  of  Company,  that’s 
my  comfort. 

[Antonio,  taking  him  by  the  throat. 

No  ? I have  a trick  left  to  put  thee  paft  thy  fqueeking  : 
I have  giv’n  thee  the  quinzey  5 that  ungracious  tongue  (hall 
Preach  no  more  falfe  Dofrrin. 

Mor.  What  do  you  mean  ? you  will  not  throttle  him?  con- 
fider  he’s  my  Father. 

Ant.  Prithee  let  us  provide  firft  for  our  own  fafety  5 if  I 
do  not  confider  him,  he  will  confider  us  with  a vengeance 
afterwards. 

Mor . You  may  threaten  him  for  crying  out , but  for  my 
fake  give  him  back  a little  cranny  of  his  Wind-pipe,  andfome 
part  of  Speech. 

Ant.  Not  lo  much  as  one  Angle  Interje&ion  : Come  away 
%Father-in-Law,  this  is  no  place  for  Dialogues,  when  you  are 
in  the  Mofque  you  talk  by  hours,  and  there  no  Man  muft  in- 
terrupt you , this  is  but  like  for  like,  good  Father-m-Law  5 
now  I am  in  the  Pulpit ’tis  your  turn  to  hold  your  tongue. 

[He  Jiruggles. 

Nay  if  you  will  be  hanging  back,  I (hall  take  care  you 
(hall  hang  forward. 

{Pulls  him  along  the  Stage ; with  his  Sword  at  his  reins.) 

Mor.  T’other  way  to  the  Arbour  with  him  5 and  make  haft 
before  we  are  difcover’d. 
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Ant.  If  I only  bind»and  gag  him  there,  he  may  commend 
me  hereafter  for  civil  ufage}  he  deferves  not  fo  much  favour 

by  any  a&ion  of  his  life. 

Mor.  Yes,  pray  bate  him  one,  for  begetting  your  MiftreS. 

Ant.  I wou  d,  if  he  had  not  thought  more  of  thy  Mother 
than  of  thee^  once  more  come  along  in  filence,  my  Pythago- 
rean  Father  in- Law. 

Job.  At  the  Balcony.  — A Bird  in  a Cage  may  peep  at  lead  3 
though  fhe  mud  not  fly^  what  buftie’s  there  beneath  my  Win- 
dow ? Antonio  by  all  my  hopes,  I know  him  by  his  habit 3 but 
what  makes  that  Woman  with  him,  and  a Friend,  a Sword 
drawn,  and  hading  hence?  this  is  no  time  for  fiicnce  : Who’s 
within,  call  there,  where  are  the  Servants,  why  Omary  'Abedin^ 
Hajjan  and  the  red,  make  had  and  run  into  the  Garden  5 there 
are  Thieves  and  Villains}  arm  all  the  Family,  and  ftop’em. 

[Antonio  turning  bacl{. 

O that  Schriech  Owl  at  the  Window  ! we  (hall-  be  purfu’d 
immediatly  3 which  way  fhall  we  take  ? 

(Morayma  giving  him  the  Casket 

’Tis  impoffible  to  efcape  them  $ for  the  way  to  our  Horfes 
lyes  back  again  by  the  Houfe  3 and  then  we  (hall  meet 'em 
full  in  the  teeth  5 here  take  thefe  Jewels  3 thou  may’ft  leap 
the  Walls  and  get  away. 

Ant.  And  what  will  become  of  thee  then  poor  kind  Soul  ? 

Mor.  I mud  take  my  fortune  3 when  you  are  got  fafe  into 
your  own  Country,  I hope  you  will  bedow  a figh  on  the  me- 
mory of  her  who  lov’d  you  ! 

Ant.  It  makes  me  mad,  to  think  how  many  a good  night 
will  be  lod  betwixt  us!  take  back  thy  Jewels  3 ’tis  an  empty 
Casket  without  thee } befides  I fhou’d  never  leap  well  with 
the  weight  of  all  thy  Fathers  fins  about  me,  thou  and  they 
had  been  a bargain.  ^ . * 

Mor.  Prithee  take  ’em,  'twill  help  me  to  be  reveng’d  on  him. 

Ant.  No } they’ll  ferve  to  make  thy  peace  with  him. 


Mcr. 
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Mor.  I hear  cm  coming  *5  fhift  for  your  felf  at  lead  ; re- 
member I am  yours  for  ever. 

(Servants  crying  this  way,  this  way,  behind  the  Scenes .) 

Ant.  And  I but  the  empty  (hadow  of  my  felf  without  thee ! 
farewel  Father-in-Law,  that  fhou’d  have  been,  if  I had  not 
been  curft  in  my  Mothers  belly  — Now  which  way  fortune. — 
( [Runs  amazedly  backwards  and  forwards^ ) 

Semanis  within.  Follow , follow , yonder  are  the  Villains. 

Ant.  O here’s  a gate  open  3 but  it  leads  into  the  Caftle ; yet 
I muft  venture  it.  [Going  out . 

(A  (bout  behind  the  Scenes  where  Antonio  is  going  out) 

Ant*  There’s  the  Rabble  in  a Mutiny  3 what  is  the  Devil  up 
at  Midnight ! however  ?tis  good  herding  in  a Crowd. 

[Runs  out. 

(’Mufti  runs  to  Morayma  and  lays  hold  on  her , then  fnatches 
away  the  Casket.) 

Mnf.  Now,  to  do  things  in  order,  firft  I feize  upon  the  Bag, 
and  then  upon  the  Baggage:  for  thou  art  but  my  flefh  and 
blood,  but  thefe  are  my  Life  and  Soul. 

Mor . Then  let  me  follow  my  flefh  and  blood,  and  keep  to 
your  felf  your  Life  and  Soul. 

Muf  Both  or  none  3 come  away  to  durance. 

Mor . Well,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  agreed  3 for  I have  another 
trick  to  play  you  3 and  thank  your  felf  for  what  (hall  follow. 

[ Enter  Servants. 

Joh . From  above.  One  of  them  took  through  the  private 
way  into  the  Caftle;  follow  him  be  fare,  for  thefe  are  yours 
already. 

Mor.  Help  here  quickly  Omar  Abedin  3 I have  hold  on  the 
Villain  that  ftole  my  jewels  3 but  ’tis  a lufty  Rogue,  and  he 
will  prove  too  ftroog  for  me ; what,  help  I fay,  do  you  not 
know  your  Matters  Daughter  ? 
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Muf.  Now  if  l cry  out  they  will  know  my  voice  * and 
then  I am  difgrac’d  for  ever  : O thou  art  a venomous  Cock- 
atrice ! 

Mor,  Of  your  own  begetting.  [The  Servants  feize  him . 

Firjl  Servant.  What  a glorious  deliverance  have  you  had 
Madam  from  this  bloody-minded  Chriftian  ! 

Mor.  Give  me  back  my  Jewels,  and  carry  this  notorious 
Malefaftor  to  be  punifltfd  by  my  Father. 

I’ll  hunt  the  other  dry-foot.  ( Takes  the  Jewels  and 

runs  out  after  Antonio  at  the  fame  Pajfage.) 

Firji  Servant.  I long  to  be  handleihng  his  hide,  before 
we  bring  him  to  my  Mailer. 

Second  Servant.  Hang  him,  for  an  old  Covetous  Hypocrite: 
he  deferves  a worfe  puniihmenc  himfelf  for  keeping  us  fo 
hardly. 

Firji  Servant.  Ay,  vvou’d  he  were  in  this  Villains  places 
thus  I wou  d lay  him  on,  and  thus. 

[Beats  him. 

Second  Servant.  And  thus  vvou’d  I revenge  my  feif  of  my 
kft  beating, 


( He  beats  him  too , and  then  the  reji.)  . 

Muf.  Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Firji  Servant.  Now  fuppofing  you  were  the  Mufti,  Sir,  — 

[Beats  him  again. 

Muf  The  Devils  in  that  fuppofing  Rafcal}  I can  bear  no 
more  , and  I am  the  Mufti : Now  fuppofe  your  felves  my 
Servants,  and  hold  your  hands,  an  anointed  halter  take  you 
all. 

Firji  Servant.  My  Matter ! you  will  pardon  th.e  excels  of 
our  zeal  for  you.  Sir,  indeed  we  all  took  you  for  a Villain, 
and  fb  we  us'd  you. 

Mufti  Ay  fo  I feel  you  did  , ray  back  and  fides  are  abun- 
dant teflimonies  of  your  zeah  Run  Rogues,  and  bring  me 
back  my  Jewels,  and  my  Fugitive  Daughter:  run  I fay. 


They 
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(They  run  to  the  Gate  and  the  firjl  Servant  runs  bach  again.) 

Firjl  Servant.  Sir,  the  Caftle  is  in  a moft  terrible  combu- 
ftion}  .you  may  hear  'em  hither. 

Muf  ’Tis  a laudable  commotion : The  voice  of  the  Mobile 
is  the  voice  of  Heaven.  I mutt  retire  a little,  to  ftrip  me  of  the 
Slave,  and  toafliime  the  Mufti  } and  then  I will  return  : for  the 
piety  of  the  People  muft  be  encouraged  } that  they  may  help 
me  to  recover  my  Jewels,  and  my  Daughter. 

Exit  Mufti  and  Servants . 

Scene  changes  to  the  Cajlle-yardy  and  difeovers  Antonio  Mufta- 
fa,  and  the  Rah  hie  (boating , they  come  jonvard. 

Ant.  And  fo  at  length,  as  I inform’d  you,  I efcap’d  out  of 
hrs  covetous  clutches}  and  now  fly  to  your  illuftrious  feet  for 
my  proteftion. 

Muft.  Thou  (halt  have  it,  and  now  defie  the  Mufti.  Tis 
the  firft  Petition  that  has  been  made  to  me  fince  my  exaltation 
to  Tumult,  in  this  fecond  Night  of  the  Month  Ahib , and  in 
the  year  of  the  Hegyra ; the  Lord  knows  what  year}  but ’tis 
no  matter  } for  when  I am  fettled,  the  Learned  are  bound  to 
find  it  out  for  me  : for  I am  refolv’d  to  date  my  Authority  over 
the  Rabble,  like  other  Monarchs. 

Ant.  I have  always  had  a longing  to  be  yours  again}  though 
I coud  not  compafs  it  before,  and  had  defign’d  you  a Casket 
of  my  Mafters  jewels  too}  fori  knew  the  Cuftom,  and  wou’d 
not  have  appear’d  before  a Great  Perfon,  as  you  are,  without 
aprefent:  But  he  has  defrauded  my  good  intentions,  and  bafe- 
ly  robb’d  you  of  ’em,  ’tis  a prize  worth  a Million  of  Crowns, 
and  you  carry  your  Letters  of  mark  about  you. 

Maji.  I (hall  make  bold  with  his  Treafure,  for  the  fupport 
of  my  New  Government.  [ The  People  gather  about  him e 

What  do  thefe  vile  Ragga-muffins  lo  near  our  Perfon  ? your  fa- 
vour^ offerrfive  to  us } bear  back  there,  and  make  room  for  ho- 
neft  Men  to  approaches}  thefe  fools  and  knaves  are  always  im- 
x M 2 pudendy 
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pudently  crowding  next  to  Princes,  and  keeping  off  the  more 
defervmg,  bear  back  I fay. 

[They  make  a wider  Circle . 

That’s  dutifully  done  5 now  (bout  to  (how  your  Loyahy. 
(A  great  flout.)  Heard  thou  that,  Slave  Antonio  ? thef^obftre- 
perous  Villains  (hour,  and  know  not  for  what  they  make  a 
noife.  You  (hall  fee  me  manage  ’em,  that  you  may  judge 
what  ignorant  Beads  they  are.  For  whom  do  you  (hout 
now  } who’s  to  Live  and  Reign?  tell  me  that  the  wifeft  of 
you. 

Firft  Rabble.  Even  who  you  pleafe  Captain. 

Mnjl.  La  you  there  3 I told  you  fo. 

Second  Rabble.  We  are  not  bound  to  know  who  is  to  Live 
and  Reigns  our  bufinefs  is  only  to  rife  upon  command,  and 
plunder. 

Third  Rabble . Ay,  the  Richeft  of  both  Parties  5 for  they 
are  our  Enemies. 

Muft.  This  lad  Fellow  is  a little  morefenfible  than  the  reds 
he  has  enter’d  fomewhat  into  the  merits  of  the  Caufe. 

Firft  Rabble . If  a poor  Man  may  fpeak  his  mind,  I think, 
Captain,  that  your  le if  are  the  fitted  to  Live  and  Reign,  I 
mean  not  over,  but  next  and  immediatly  under  the  People  s 
and  thereupon  I fay,  A Mujlafa , A Mujiafa. 

( All  Cry y~  A Mujlafa , A Mujlafa. 

Mujl.  I muft  conrefs  the  found  is  pleafing,  and  tickles  the 
cars  of  my  Ambition  3 but  alas  good  People,  it  muft  not  be: 
I am  contented  to  be  a poor  fimple  Vice-Roy  3 but  Prince  Mn- 
hy-Zeydan  is  to  be  the  Man : I (hall  take  care  to  inftruft  him 
in  the  arts  of  Government  3 and  in  his  duty  to  us  all  : and 
therefore  mark  my  Cry:  A Muley-Zeydan , A Muley-Zeydan. 

{Alt try')  A Muley-Zeydan , A Muley-Zeydan. 

Muft.  You  fee  Save  Antonio , what  I might  have  been. 

Antonio . I obferve  your  Modefty. 

Mujl.  But  for  a foolifn  promife  I made  once  to  my  Lord 
Bendvcar,  to  let  up  any  one  he  pleas’d. 


(Re  enter  the  Mufti  with  his  Servants.) 

Ant.  Here’s  the  Old  Hypocrite  again  ; now  flard  your 
ground,  and  bate  him  not  an  inch.  Remember  the  Jewels, 
the  Rich  and  Glorious  Jewels  ; they  are  defcin’d  to  be  yours, 
by  virtue  of  Prerogative. 

Mufl.  Let  me  alone  to  pick  a quarrel,  I have  an  old  grudge 
to  him  upon  thy  account. 

('Mufti,  making  up  to  the  Mobile?) 

Good  People,  here  you  are  met  together. 

Firjl  Rabble.  Ay,  we  know  that  without  your  telling,  but 
why  are  we  met  together,  Doftor  ? for  that’s  it  which  no  body 
here  can  tell. 

Second  Rabble.  Why  to  fee  one  another  in  the  Dark  ; and 
to  make  Holy-day  at  Midnight. 

Muf.  You  are  met,  as  becomes  good  Mufulmen  ; to  fettle 
the  Nation ; for  I mull  tell  you,  that  though  your  Tyrant  is 
a lawful  Emperor,  yet  your  lawful  Emperor  is  but  a Tyrant. 

Ant.  What  fluff  he  talks! 

Muji.  Tis  excellent  fine  matter  indeed,  Slave  Antonio ; he 
has  a rare  tongue  ; Oh,  he  wou’d  move  a Rock  of  Elephant  1 

Ant.  Ajide.  What  a Block  have  I to  work  upon,  [To  him . 

But  {till  remember  the  Jewels,  Sir,  the  Jewels. 

Mujl.  Nay  that’s  true  on  t’other  fide:  the  Jewels  muff  be 
mine;  but  he  has  a pure  fine  way  of  talking  ; my  Confcience 
goes  along  with  him,  but  the  Jewels  have  fet  my  heart  againft 
him. 

Muf.  That  your  Emperor  is  a Tyrant  is  raoft  maniftfl  5 for 
you  were  born  to  be  Turks,  but  he  has  play’d  the  Turk,  with 
you  5 and  is  taking  your  Religion  away. 

Second  Rabble.  We  find  that  in  our  decay  ofTrade  ; I hav« 
feen  for  thefe  hander ’d  years,  that  Religion  and  Trade  always 
go  together. 

Mufti. 
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Mufti.  He  is  now  upon  the  point  of  Marrying  himfeif, 
without  your  Sovereign  eonfeat  * and  what  are  the  effefts  of 

Marmae  ? 

Third  Rabble.  A (colliding,  domineering  Wife,  if  (he  prove 
honeft , and  if  a Whore,  a fine  gawdy  Minx,  that  robs  our 
Counters  every  Night,  and  then  goes  our,  andfpendsit  upon 
our  Cuckold  makers. 

Mufti.  No,  the  natural  effects  of  Marriage  are  Children: 
Now  on  whom  wou’d  he  beget  thefe  Children?  Even  upon 
a Chriftian  ! Oh  horrible  5 how  can  you  believe  me,  though 
I am  ready  to  fwear  it  upon  the  Alcoran  ! Yes,  true  Believ- 
ers, you  may  believe  me,  that  he  is  going  to  beget  a Race 
of  Misbelievers. 

Maji.  Thats  fine,  in  earned 3 I cannot  forbear  hearkening 
to  his  enchanting  Tongue. 

Ant . But  yet  remember, 

Muft.  Ay,  Ay,  the  Jewels!  Now  again  I hate  him  • but  yet 
my  Confcience  makes  me  liften  to  him. 

Mufti,  Therefore  to  conclude  all,  Believers,  pluck  up  your 
Hearts,  and  pluck  down  the  Tyrant : Remember  the  Courage 
of  your  Anceftors  s remember  the  Ma jefty  of  the  People , re- 
member your  felvcs,  your  Wives  and  Children  5 and  laftly, 
above  all,  remember  your  Religion,  and  our  holy  Mahomet  $ all 
thefe  require  your  timous  affiftance,  fhall  I fay  they  beg  it  ? No, 
they  claim  it  of  you,  by  all  the  neareft  and  dtareft  Tyes  of 
thefe  three  P's  Self-Prefervation,  our  Property,  and  our  Pro- 
phet. Now  anfwer  me  with  an  unanimous  chearful  Cry,  and 
follow  me,  who  am  your  Leader  to  a glorious  DeTiverance. 

( All  cry , A Mufti,  A Mufti,  and  are  following  him  of  the  Stage.) 

Ant.  Now  you  fee  what  comes  of  your  foolifh  Qualms  of 
Confcience  : The  Jewels  are  loft,  and  they  are  all  leaving  you. 

MhJI.  What  am  f forfaken  of  my  Subjects  ? Wou  d the  Rogue 
purloin  my  liege  People  from  me!  I charge  you  in  my  own  Name 
come  back  ye  Deferters,  and  hear  me  (peak. 

1 JL  Rabble , What  will  he  come  with  his  Baiderdafh,  after 
the  Mufti's  eloquent  Oration  ? 


'i  d.  Rabble, 
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2d.  Rabble,  He’s  our  Captain,  lawfully  pick'd  up,  and 
elected  upon  a Stall  • we  will  hear  him. 

Omnes,  Speak  Captain,  for  we  will  hear  you. 

MhJI.  Do  you  remember  the  glorious  Rapines  and  Robbe- 
ries yqu  have  committed?  Your  breaking  open  and  gutting 
of  Houfes,  your  rummaging  of  Cellars,  your  dernolithing  of 
Chriftian  Tempos,  and  bearing  off  in  triumph  the  fuperffitious 
Plate  and  Pi&ures,  the  Ornaments  of  their  wicked  Altars, 
when  all  rich  Moveables  were  fentenc’d  for  idolatrous,  and  all 
that  was  idolatrous  was  feiz’d?  Anfwer  firft  for  your  remem- 
brance, of  all  thefe  lweetneffes  of  Mutiny  y for  upon  thofc 
Grounds  I (hall  proceed. 

Omnes , Yes  we  do  remember,  we  do  remember. 

Mufl.  Then  make  much  of  your  retentive  Faculties.  And 
who  led  you  to  thofe  Hony-Combs  ? Your  Mufti?  No,  Be- 
lievers,  he  only  preach’d  you  up  to  it  5 butdurftnot  lead  you3 
he  was  but  your  Counfellor,  but  I was  your  Captain  5 he  only 
lood  you,  but  ’twas  I that  led  you. 

Omnes , That’s  true,  that’s  true. 

Ant.  There  you  were  with  him  for  his  Figures.  : 

MhJI.  I think  I was,  Slave  Antonio.  Alas  I was  ignorant  of 
my  own  Talent.  — Say  then,  Believers,  will  you  have  a Captain 
for  your  Mufti  ? Or  a Mufti  for  your  Captain  ? And  further 
toinftru&you  how  to  Cry,  Will  you  have  a Mufti,  or  no  Mufti? 

Omnes,  No  Mufti,  no  Mufti . 

Majl.  That  I laid  in  for ’em,  Slave  Antonio  — 

Do  I then  fpet  upon  your  Faces?  Do  I difcourage  Rebellion, 
Mutiny,  Rapine,  and  Plundering?  You  may  think  I do.  Believers, 
but' Heaven  forbid  : Nor  I encourage  you  to  all  thefe  laudable 
Undertakings  3 you  fliall  plunder,  you  (hall  pull  down  the  Go- 
vernment 3 but  you  (hall  do  this  upon  my  Authority,  and  not 
by  his  wicked  Jnftigation. 

3 d.  Rabble,  Nay,  when  his  turn  is  ferv’d,  he  may  preach  up 
Loyalty  again,  and  Reftitution,  that  he  might  have  another 
Snack  among  us. 

3 ft.  Rabble , He  may  indeed 3 for ’tis  but  hisfa*ying’tis  Sin,  and 
then  we  muff  reftore$  and  therefore  I wou’d  have  a new  Re- 
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ligion,  where  half  the  Commandments  (hon’d  -he  taken  away, 
the  reft  mollifi’d,  and  there  (hou’d  be  little  or  no  Sin  remain- 
ing. 

0 nines  > Another  Religion,  a new  Religion,  another  Reli- 
gion. 

Muft . And  that  may  eafily  be  done,  with  the  help  of  a little 
Infpiration:  For  I muft  tell  you,  I have  a Pigeon  at  home,  of 
Mahomet's  own  breed  $ and  when  I have  learnt  her  to  pick 
Peafe  out  of  my  Ear,  reft  fatisfi’d  ’till  then,  and  you  (hail  have 
another.  But  now  I think  on’t,  I am  infpir’d  already,  that  ’tis 
no  Sin  to  depofe  the  Mufti. 

Ant.  And  good  reafon 3 for  when  Kings  and  Queens  are  to  be 
difearded,  what  {hou’d  Knaves  do  any  longer  in  the  pack  ? 

Omnes , He  is  depos’d,  he  is  depos’d,  heis  depos’d. 


(hou’d  have  the  firft  fruits  of  it. — Slave  Antonio , take  him  into 
cuftody  3 and  doft  thou  hear.  Boy,  be  fure  to  fecure  the  little 
tranfitory  Box  of  Jewels:  If  he  be  obftinate,  put  a civil  Queftion 
to  him  upon  the  Rack,  and  hefqueaksl  warrant  him. 

Ant . feizing  the  Mufti . Come  my  quondam  Mafter,  you  and 
I muft  change  Qualities, 

Mufti , I hope  you  will  not  be  fo  barbarous  to  torture  me,  we 
may  preach  Suffering  to  others,  but  alas,  holy  Flefh  is  too  well 
pamper’d  to  endure  Martyrdom. 

Muft.  Now,  late  Mufti,  not  forgetting  my  firft  Quarrel  to 
you,  we  will  enter  our  felves  with  the  Plunder  of  your  Palace  : 
’tis  good  ro  fan&ifiea  Work,  and  begin  a God’s  name. 

i fi.  Rabble , Our  Prophet  let  the  Devil  alone  with  the  laft  Mob, 
Mob.  But  he  takes  care  of  this  himfelf. 

As  they  are  going  out  enter  Benducar  leading  Almeyda  : He  with 
a Sword  in  one  hand  3 Benducar’s  Slave  follows  with  Muly- 
Moluch’x  Head  upon  a Spear . 
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Not  fo  much  haft  Mafters  j come  back  again : you  arc  fo  bent 
upon  milchief,  that  you  take  a man  upon  the  firft  word  of 
Plunder.  Here’s  a fight  for  you : the  Emperour  is  come  upon 
his  head  to  vifityou.  [ Bowing]  Moft  Noble  Emperour,now 
I hope  y ou  will  not  hit  us  in  the  teeth,  that  we  have  pull’d  you 
down,  for  we  can  tell  you  to  your  face, that  we  have  exalt* 
ed  you.  , \7 bey  all (bout. 

Q Benducar/o  Think  what  I am,  and  what  your  lelf  may  be, 
Almeyda<*/,«rf.  In  being  mine:  refufe  not  proffer’d  Love 
that  brings  a Crown. 

[Almeydaro  Ihaverelolv’d, 

Q him.  And  thefe  lhall  know  my  thoughts. 

Bend,  to  htr.  On  that  I build. ( He  comes  totbeRMle.') 

Joy  to  the  People  for  the  Tyrants  Death! 

Opprdfion,  Rapine,  Banifhment  and  Bloud 
Are  now  no  more ; but  fpeechlefs  as  that  tongue  . 

That  Jyes  for  ever  ftill.  •*  r\ 

How  is  my  grief  divided  with  my  joy,  • ,'j 

When  I muff  own  I kill’d  him/  bid  me  fpeaky  , 

For  not  to  bid  me,  is  to  dilallow 
What  for  your  fakes  is  done. 

Mujlafa.  In  the  name  of  the  People  we  command  you  (peak : 
But  that  pretty  Lady  {hall  fpcak  firft ; for  we  have  taken  fome* 
what  of  a likeing  to  her  Perfon,  be  not  afraid  Lady  to  fpeak  to 
•thefe rude Ragga-muffians.-  there’s  nothing fhal!  offend  you, 
unlefs  it  be  their  ftink,  and  pleafe  you.  {Msking  a Legg. 

Jitney  d/t.  Why  fhou’dlfeartofpeak  who  am  your  Queen  i 
My  peacefuil  Father  fway’d  the  Scepter  long ; 

And  you  enjoy’d  the  Bleflings  of  his  Reign, 

While  you  deferv’d  the  name  of  Africans. 

Then  not  commanded,  but  commanding  you, 

Fearlefs  I fpeak : know  me  for  what  I am. 

Bend.  Howfheaffumes!  I like  not  this  beginning.  £ a fide 

Jlmeyda.  I was  not  born  fo  bale,  to  flatter  Crowds, 

And  move  your  pitty  by  a whining  tale.v 
Your  Tyrant  would  have  forc’d  me  to  his  Bed ; 

But  in  th’  attempt  of  that  foul  brutal  Aft, 

Thefe  Loyall  Slaves  fecur’d  me  by  his  Death,  f Vo  'tnting  to  Beni 
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Bacd.  Makes  fhe  no  'more  of  me  then  of  a Slave  ? 

Madam,  1 thought  I had  inftrufted  you  [foAim, 

To  frame  a Speech  more  fuiting  to  the  times: 

The  Circumftances  of  that  dire  defign, 

Your  own  defpair,  my  unexpected  ayd, 
my  Life  endanger’d  by  his  bold  defence, 

And  after  all,  his  Death,  and  your  Deliv’rance, 

Were  themes  that  ought  not  to  be  flighted  o’re. 

Mujlafa.  She  might  have  pafs’d  overall  your  petty  bufi- 
nefles  and  no  great  matter : But  the  Railing  of  my  Rabble  is  an 
Exploit  of  confequence ; and  not  to  be  mumbled  up  in  filence 
for  all  her  pertnefs. 

Almeyda.  When  force  invades  the  gift  of  Nature,  Life, 

The  eldeft  Law  of  nature  bids  defend  .•  [purs  : 

And  if  in  that  defence,  a Tyrant  fall,  his  Death’s  his  Crime  not 
Suffice  it  that  he’s  Dead;  all  wrongs  dye  with  him ; 

When  he  can  wrong  no  more  I pardon  him  ; 

Thus  Iabfolvemy  felf;  and  him  excufe, 

Who  lav’d  my  life,  and  honour ; but  praife  neither. 

Benducar.  ’Tis  cheap  to  pardon,  whom  you  would  not  pay 
But  what  Ipeak  I of  payment  and  reward? 

Ungratefull  Woman,  you  are  yet  no  Queen  ; 

Nor  more  than  a proud  haughty  Qhrifiian  Have : 

As  fuch  Iieize  my  right.  [j ^oing  to  lay  bold  on  her. 

[ Almyda  drawing  Dare  not  to’  approach  me  ; 

l a Dagger.  • How  Africans, 

He  fhows  himfelf  to  you ; to  me  he  flood 
Confeft  before,  and  own’d  his  Infolcnce 
T’efpoufemy  perfon,  and  affume  the  Crown, 

Claym’d  in  my  Right : for  this  he  flew  your  Tyrant  j 
Oh  no,  he  only  chang’d  him  foraworfe; 

Imbas’d  your  Slavery  by  his  own  vilenefs, 

And  loaded  you  with  more  ignoble  bonds: 

Then  think  me  not  ungratefull,  not  to  fhare, 

Th’  Imperial  Crown  with  a prefuming  Traytor. 

He  lays  I am  a Ckriftian  ; true  I am. 

But  vet  no  Slave:  If  Cbriftians  can  be  thought, 

Unfit  to  govern  thofe  of  other  Faith, 
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’Tis  left  for  you  to  judge. 

Behducar.  I have  not  patience ; Hie  confumes  the  time 
In  Idle  talk,  and  owns  her  falie  Belief: 

Seize  her  by  force,  and  bear  her  hence  unheard. 

[Almcydaf0//:e  No,  let  me  rather  dye  your  facrilice 

[People.  Than  live  his  Tryumph  ; 

Ithrow  my  felf  into  my  Peoples  armes ; 

As  you  are  Men  compaflionate  my  wrongs, 

And  as  good  men  Protect  me. 

[Antonio  aftde  Something  muft  be  done  to  faveher. 

[ To  Muftafa.  This  is  all  addrefs’d  to  you  Sir : She  fingled 

you  out  with  her  eye,  as  Commander  in  chief  of  the  Mobility, 

Muftafa.  Think’ft  thou  fo  Slave  Antonio} 

Antonio.  Molt  certainly  Sir ; and  you  cannot  in  honour  bus* 
protect  her,  Now  look  to  your  hits,  and  make  your  fortune. 

Muftafa  Methought  indeed  fhe  caft  a kind  leer  towards  me : 
Our  Prophet  was  but  juft  fuch  another  Scoundrel!  as  I am,  till 
he  rais’d  himfelfto  power,and  confequently  to  Holynefs3  by 
marrying  his mafters  Widow:  lam  refolyed  I’le  put  forward 
for  my  felf;  for  why  fhould  I be  my  Lord  Benducars  Fool  and 
Slave,,  when  I may  be  my  own  fool  and  his  Mafter  ? 

Benducar.  Take  he'r  into  polfelfion,  Muftafa. 

Muftafa.  That’s  better  Counfell  -than you  meant  it : Yes  I 
do  take  her  into  pofleflion,  and  into  protection  too  ; what  fay 
you,  Mafters,  will  you  ftand  by  me? 

Omnes.  One  and  all;  One  and  all. 

Benducar.  Haft  thou  betray’d  me  Tray  tor? 

Mufti  fpeak  & mind  ’em  of  Religion.  [Mufti  (hakes  his  head. 

Muftafa.  Alas  the  poor  Gentleman  has  gotten  a cold,  with 
a Sermon  of  two  hours  long,  and  a prayer  of  four:  and  be- 
fides,  ifhedurft  fpeak,  mankind  is  grown  wifer  at  this  time 
of  day,  than  to  cut  one  anothers  throats  about  Religion.  Our 
Mufti  js  a Green  coat,  and  the  Chriftians  is  a black  coat;  and 
we  muft  wifely  go  together  by  the  ears,  whether  green  or  black 
fhall  fvveep  our  fpoils.  - [Drums  within  and  (bouts. 

Benducar.  Now  we  fhall  fee  whofe  numbers  will  prevail : 
The  Conquering  Troups  of  Mutey  Zeydan,  come 
To  crufh  Rebellion,  and  efpoufe  my  Caufe. 
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Mujlafa.  We  will  have  a fair  Tryall  of  Skill  for’t,  1 can  tell 
him  that.  When  wehavedifpatch’d  with  Malty  Zeydan.  your 
LordChip  fhall  march  in  equall  proportions  of  your  body,  to  the 
four  gates  of  the  City  : and  every  Tower  fhall  ha*,  e a Quarter 
of  you,  [Antonio  draws  them  up  and  takes  Almeyda  by  the  hand 

[Shouts  again  and  Drums. 

Enter  Dorax  and Sebadian  attended  by  Affrican  Soldiers  and  Por- 
tuguefes.  (Almeyda  and  Sebadian  run  mo  each  others  armrs 
and  both  [peak  together. 

Seb.  and  Aim  My  Sebafiianl  My  Almeyda ! 

Aim  Do  you  then  live  ? 

Seb.  And  live  to  love  thee  ever. 

Bend.  How  ! Dorax  and  Sebafiian  [fill  alive ! 

The  Moors  and  Chriftians  joyn’d/  I thank  thee  Prophet. 

Dorax.  TheCitadeflisours;  and  M A ey  Zeydan 
Safe  under  Guard,  but  as  becomes  a Prince. 

Lay  down  your  armes:  Tuch  bale  Plebeian  bloud 
Would  only  dain  the  brightnefs  of  my  Sword, 

And  blunt  it  for  fome  nobler  work  behind. 

Mufi.  Ifuppofeyou  may  put  it  up  without  offence  to  any 
man  here  prefent  ? For  my  part,  I have  been  Loyall  to  my 
Soveraign  Lady:  though  that  Villain  Benducar,  and  that  Hy- 
pocrite the  Mufti y would  have  corrupted  me  ; but  if  thofe 
twofeape  publick  Judice,  then  I and  all  my  late  honed  Sub- 
jects here,  delerve  hanging. 

£ Benducar  I'm  fure  1 did  my  part  topoyfon  thee, 
to  Dorax.  3 What  Saint  foe’rehas  Sodder'd  thee  again, 

A Dofe  lels  hot  had  burft  through  ribs  of  Iron. 

Muf.  Not  knowing  that,  Ipoyfon’d  him  once  more, 

And  drench’d  him  *itha  draught  fo  deadly  cold 
That,  had’d  not  thou  prevented,  had  congeal’d 
The  channell of  lus  bloud,  and  froze  him  dry. 

Bend.  Thou  interpofing  Fool,  to  mangle  mifehief, 

And  think  to  mend  the  perfect  work  of  Hell. 

Dorax.  Thus,  when  Heaven  pleafes,  double  poyfons  cure. 
I will  not  tax  thee  of  Ingratitude 

To 
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To  me  thy  Friend,  who  haft  betray’d  thy  Prince : 

Death  he  deferv’d  indeed,  but  not  from  thee. 

But  fate  it  feems  referv’d  the  worft  of  men 
Toendthe  worft  of  Tyrants. 

Go  bear  him  to  his  fate. 

And  fend  him  to  attend  his  Mafters  Ghoft. 

Let  fome  fecure  my  other  poys’ning  Friend, 

Whofe  double  dill  igence  preferv’d  my  life. 

4nt.  You  are  fall’n  into  good  hands,  Father  in  law  ; your 
fparkling  Jewells,  and  Morayma’s  eyes  may  prove  a better 
bail  than  you  delerve. 

Muf.  Thebeft  that  can  come  of  me, in  this  condition,  is 
to  have  my  life  begg’d  firft,  and  then  to  be  begg’d  for  a Fool 
afterwards.  £ Exit  Antonio  with  the  Mufti,  and  at  the  fame 
time  Benducar  is  carry' d off. 

QDorax  to  You  and  your  hungry  herd  depart  untouch’d  ; 
Muftafa-3  For  Jufticecannotftoopfolow,to  reach 
The  groveling  fin  of  Crowds  ; but  curft  Be  they 
Who  truft  revenge  with  fuch  mad  I-nftrumems, 

Whofe  blindfold  bus’nefs  is  but  to  deftroy : 

And  like  the  fire  Commiffion’d  by  the  Winds, 

Begins  on  fheds,  but  rouling  in  around, 

On  Pallaces  returns.  Away  ye  skum. 

That  ftill  rife  upmoft  when  the  Nation  boyls: 

Ye  mungrill  work  of  Heaven,  with  humane  fhapes, 

Not  to  be  damn'd,  or  lav’d,  but  breath,  and  perilh, 

That  have  but  juft  enough  of  fence,  to  know 
The  mafters  voice,  when  rated,  to  depart. 

[Exeunt  Muftafa  and  Rabble. 

QAlmeyda  kneeling  to  him. 

With  gratitude  as  low,  as  knees  can  pay 
To  thofe  bleft  holy  Fires,  our  Guardian  Angelis, 

Receive  thefe  thanks ; till  Altars  can  be  rais’d. 

£ Dorax  raifwg  her  up 
Arife  fair  Excellence, and  pay  no  thanks, 

Till  time  difcover  what  I have  deferv’d. 

Seb.  More  then  reward  can  anfwer. 

If  PoTtugaU  and  Spain  were  joyn’d  to  Affrique, 

And 
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And  the  main  Ocean  crufted  into  Land,  . * 

If  Univerfali  Monarchy  were  mine, 

Here  fhould  the  gift  be  plac’d. 

Dora%.  And  from  feme  hands  1 fhou’d  refute.  that  gift : 

Be  not  too  prodigall  ofPromifes  ; 

But  ftint  your  bounty  to  one  only  grant, 

Which  I can  ask  with  honour. 

Seb.  What  I am 

Is  but  thy  gift,  make  what  thou  canft  of  me. 

Secure  of  no  Repulie. 

Doras  to  Sebaftian : Difmifs  your  Train. 

[To  Almeyda.  You,  Madam,  pleafe  one  moment  to  retire. 
TSebaftian  fignesto  the  Portuguefes  to  goof.  Almeyda  bomng 
to  him  i goes  offalfo : The  Africans follow  her. 

Dor  ax  To  the  Captain  of  bps  Guard, 

With  you  one  word  in  private.  [ Goes  out  with  the  Captain. 

Sebaftian  Solus  Referv’d  behaviour,  open  Noblenefs, 

A long  mifterious  Track  of  a Bern  bounty. 

But  now  the  hand  of  Fate  is  on  the  Curtain, 

And  draws  the  Scene  to  fight. 

Re-enter  Dorax,  having  taken  of  his  Turbant  and  put  on  a 
Peruque  Hat  and  Crevat . 

Dorax.  Now  do  you  know  me  .<? 

Seb.  Thou  Aiouldft  beJlonzo. 

Dorax.  So  you  fhou’d  be  Sebaftian : 

But  when  Sebaftian  ceas’d  to  behimtelf, 

I ceas’d  to  be  Alonso. 

Seb , As  in  a Dream 

I fee  thee  here,  and  fcarce  believe  mine  eyes. 

Doras.  Is  it  fo  frrange  to  find  me,  where  my  wrongs, 

And  your  Inhumane  Tyranny  have  fent  me  ? 

Think  not  you  dream  : or,ifyou  did,  my  Injuries 
Shall  call  fo  loud,  that  Lethargy  fhould  wake  ; 

And  Death  fhould  give  you  back  to  anfwer  me. 

A Thoufand  Nights  have  brufh’d  their  balmy  wings 
Over  thefe  eyes,  but  ever  when  they  clos’d, 

Your  Tyrant  Image  forc’d  ’emope  again, 

Anddry’d  the  dewes  they  brought. 

The 
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By  manly  Vengence  to  redeem  my  fame ; 

And  that  once  clear’d,  eternall  fleep  is  welcome. 

Sebaft.  I have  not  yet  forgot  I am  a King  5 
Whofe  Royall  Office  is  redrefs  of  Wrongs  : 

If  I have  wrong’d  thee,  charge  me  face  to  face ; 

I have  not  yet  forgot  I am  a Soldier. 

Dora x.  ’Tis  thefirft  Jufticethou  haft  ever  done  me. 

Then,  though  I loath  this  Womans  War  of  tongues. 

Yet  fhall  my  Caufe  of  Vengeance  fir  ft  be  clear .- 
And,  Honour,  be  thou  Judge. 

Sf baft.  1-Jonour  befriend  us  both. 

Beware,  I warn  thee  yet,  to  tell  thy  griefs 
In  terms  becoming  Majefty  to  hear  : 

I warn  thee  thus,  becaule  I know  thy  temper 
Is  Infolent  and  haughty  to  Superiours  : 

How  often  haft  thou  brav’d  my  peacefull  Court, 

Fill’d  it  with  noify  brawls,  and  windy  boafts ; 

And,  with  paft  fervice,  nauleoufly  repeated, 

Reproach’d  ev’n  me  thy  Prince  ? 

Dorax.  And  well  I might,  when  you  forgot  reward. 

The  part  of  Heav’n  in  Kings : for  punifhment 
Is  Hangmans  work,  and  drudgery  for  Devils. 

I muft  and  willreproach  thee  with  my  iervice, 

Tyrant,  ( it  irks  me  fo  to  call  my  Prince, ) 

But  juft  rcfentment  and  hard  ufage  coyn’d 
Th’  unwilling  word  ; and  grating  as  it  is 
Take  it,  for 'tis  thy  due. 

Stbaft.  How  Tyrant? 

Dorax  Tyrant. 

Sebaft.  Traytour?  that  name  thou  canft  not  Eccho  back  ,■ 
That  Robe  of  Infamy,  that  Circumcifion 
111  hid  beneath  that  Robe, proclaim  thee  Traytor : 

And,  if  a Name 

More  foul  than  Traytor  be,  ’tis  Renegade. 

Dorax.  If  I’m  a Traytor,  think  and  blulh,  thou  Tyrant, 
Whofe  Injuries  betray’d  me  into  treafon. 

Effac’d  my  Loyalty,  unhing’d  my  Faith, 

And 
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And  hurrycd  me  from  "hopes  of  Heaven  to  Hell. 

All  thefe,  and  all  my  yet  unfinifh’d  Crimes,  > 

When  I iliall  rife  to  plead  before  the  Saints, 

I charge  on  thee,  to  make  thy  damning  fure. 

Scbaft.  Thy  old  prefumptuous  Arrogance  again, 

That  bred  my  firft  diflike,  and  then  my  loathing. 

Once  more  be  warn’d,  and  know  me  for  thy  King. 

Dor  ax.  Too  well  I know  thee  ; but  for  King  no  more.: 

This  is  not  Liibonne , nor  the  Circle  this,. 

Where,  like  a Statue,  thou  haft  flood  be.fieg’d, 

By  Sycophants  and  Fools,  the  growth  of  Courts : 

Where  thy  gull’d  eyes,  in  all  the  gawdy  round. 

Met  nothing  but  a lye  in  every  face  ; 

A nd  the  grofs  flattery  of  a gaping  Crowd, 

Envious  who  firft  fhould  catch,  and  jfirft  applaud  < % 

The  Stuff  ofRoyall  Nonfence : when  Ifpoke, 

My  honeft  homely  words  were  carp’d,  and  cenfur’d,  " i? 

For  want  of  Courtly  Stile.*  related  Aftions,  • 

Though  modeftly  reported,  pafs’d  foi  boafts  : 

Secure  of  Merit  if  I ask’d  reward, 

Thy  hungry  Minions  thought  their  rights  invaded. 

And  the  bread  fnatch’d  from  Pimps  and  Para/its.  m 

Enriquez  anfwer’d,  with  a ready  lye, 

To  lave  his  King’s,  the  boon  was  begg’d  before^ 

Sebafi.  What  fayft  thou  of  Enriquez*  now  by  Heaven 
Thou  mov’it  me  more  by  barely  naming  him, 

Than  all  thy  foul  unmanner*d  fcurril  taunts. 

Dor  ax.  And  therefore ’t  was  to  gaulthee,  that  I nam’d  him  i 
That  thing,  that  nothing,  but  a cringe  and  fmile; 

That  Woman,  but  more  dawb’d  3 or  if  a man, 

Corrupted  to  a Woman:  thy  Man  Miftrefs. 

Sebxft . All  falfe  as  Hell  or  thou.  J] 

Dorax.  Yes  5 full  as  falfe 

As  that  I ferv’d  thee  fifteen  hard  Campaigner  * 1 

And  pitch’d  thy  Standard  in  thefe  Forreign  Fields: 

By  me  thv  greatnefs  grew  ; thy  years  grew  with  it, 

But  thy  Ingratitude  outgrew  ’em  both. 

Sebafi.  I fee  to  what  thou  tend’ftjbut  tell  me  firft 

If 
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If  thofc  grea*  A&s  were  done  alone  for  me  ; 

If  love  prod  c’dnotfome,  and  pride  the  red  t 

Dor  ax.  Why  Love  does  all  that ’s.noblc  here  below  ; 
Ivu  all  th’ advantage  of  that  love  was  thine. 

Lor,  coming  fraughted  back,  in  either  hand 
With  Palm  and  Olive,  Yidory  and  Peace, 

I was  indeed  prepar’d  to  ask  my  own : 

(For  FioDnte's  vows  were  mine  before :) 

Thy  malice  had  prevention,  ere  I fpoket 
And  ask’d  me  FioUnte  for  Enriquez,. 

Seb.  I meant  thee  a reward  of  greater  worth  : 

Dor.  Where  juftice  wanted,  could  reward  be  hop’d  l 
Could  the  robb’d  PaiTengcr  expeft  a bounty. 

From  thole  rapacious  hands  who  ftript  himfiifl? 

Seb.  He  had  my  promile,  e’re  I knew  thy  love, 

Dor.  My  Services  delerv’d  thou  fhould’ft  revoke  it. 

Seb.  Thly  Infolence  had  cancell'd  all  thy  Service  .* 

To  violate  my  Laws,  even  in  my  Court, 

Sacred  to  peace,  and  lafe  from  all  affronts ; 

E’vento  my  face,  as  done  in  my  defpight. 

Under  the  wing  of  awfnIIMajefty 
To /trike  the  man  I lov’d  ! 

Dor.  Even  in  the  face  of  Heaven,  a place  more  Sacred, 
Would  I have  (truck  the  man,  whoproptby  power. 
Would  Seize  my  right,  and' rob  me  of  my  Love: 

But,  for  a blow  provok’d  by  thy  In  juftice. 

The  hafty  product  of  a juft  defpair, 

When  he  refus’d  to  meet  me  in  the  field, 

That  thou  llioud’ft  make  a Cowards Canfe thy  own! 

Seb.  He  dtirft ; nay  more  defir’d  andbegg’d  with  tears, 
To  meet  thy  Challenge  fairly  : ’tvvas  thy  fault 
o make  it  publique  , but  my  duty,  then, 

To  interpole; on  pain  of  my  difpleafure, 

Betwixt  your  Swords, 

Dor.  Qri'pain  of  Infamy 
He  fhould  have  difobey’d. 

Seb . Th1  Indignity  thou  didft,  was  ment  to  me  ; 

Thy  gloomy  eyes  were  caft  on  me,  with  (corn, 
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As  who  fhould  fay  the  blow  wa*  there  intended  ;. 

But  that  thou  didft  not  dare  to  lift  thy  hands 
Againft  Annointed  power  :fo  waslforc’d 
To  do  a Soveraign  jufticc  to  my  felf ; 

And  fpurn  thee  from  my  prefence. 

Dor.  Thou  hail  dar’d 
To  tell  me,  what  Idurft  not  tell  my  felt.- 
I durft  not  think  that  I was  fpurn’d,and  live  ; 

And  live  10  hear  it  boafted  to  my  face. 

All  my  long  Avarice  of  honour  loft, 

Heap’d  up  in  Youth,  and  hoarded  up  for  Age  5 
Has  honours  Fountain  then  fuck’d  back  the  ftream  ?• 
He  has;  and  hooting  Boys,  may  dry-fhod  pals, 

And  gather  pebbles  from  the  naked  Foord. 

Give  me  my  Love,  my  Honour  ; give  ’em  back : — 

Give  me  revenge =,  while  I have  breath  to  ask  it. 

Seb.  Now,  by  this  honour’d  Order  which  I wear. 
More  gladly  would  I give,  than  thou  dar’ft  ask  it : 
Nor  fhall  the  Sacred  Character  of  King 
Be  urg’d,  to  fhield  me  from  thy  bold  appeal. 

If  I have  injur’d  thee,  that  makes  us  equall  .• 

The  wrong, ifdone,  debas’d  me  down  to  thee. 

But  thou  haft  charg’d  me  with  Ingratitude  : 

Haft  tbcu  not  charg’d  me  s fpeak  ? . 

Dor.  Thou  know’ll  I have : 

If  thou  difown’fl:  that  Imputation,  draw, 

And  prove  my  Charge  a lye. 

See  No  5 to  difprove  that  lye,  I muft  not  draw : 
Beconfcious  to  thy  worth*  and  tell  thy  Soul 
What  thou  haft  done  this  day  in  my  defence : 

To  fight  thee,  after  this,  what  were  it  elfe, 

Than  owning  that  Ingratitude  thou  urgeft? 

That  /jlhmus  Hands  betwixt  two  rufhing  Seas ; 

Which,  mounting,  view  each  other  from  afar ; 

And  ftrivein  vain  to  meet. 

Dor.  fie  cut  that  ijlbmus. 

Thou  know’ft  I meant  not  to  preferve  thy  Life,' 

3ut  to  reprieve  it,  for  my  own  revenge. 
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I fav’d  thee  out  of  honourable  malice  .* 

Now  draw ; I fhould  be  loath  to  think  thou  dar’ft  not ; 
Beware  of  fuch  another  vile  excufc. 

Seb.  O patience  Heaven ! 

Dor.  Beware  of  Patience  too  i 
That’s  a Sufpicious  word.-  it  had  been  proper 
Before  thy  foot  had  fpurn’d  me ; now  ’tis  bale : 

Yet,  to  difarm  thee  of  thy  laft  defence, 

I have  thy  Oath  for  my  fecurity  : 

The  only  boon  I begg’d  was  this  fair  Combat : 

Fight  or  be  Perjur’d  now  ; that's  all  thy  choice. 

CSebaf.  Now  I can  thank  thee  as  thou  wouldft  be  thank’d*. 
drawing?]  Ne  ver  was  vow  of  honour  better  pay’d. 

If  my  trucSword.but  hold,  than  this  (ball  be. 

The  fprightly  Bridegroom, on  his  Wedding  Night, 

More  gladly  enters  not  the  lifts  of  Love. 

Why  ’cis  enjoyment  to  be  fummon’d  thus. 

Go  : bear  my  Meffage  to  Henrietta.  Ghoft  ; 

And  fay  his  Matter  and  his  Friend  reveng’d  him. 

Dor.  His  Ghoft ! then  is  my  hated  Rival!  dead? 

Seb.  The  queftion  is  befide  our  prefent  purpofe  , 

Thou  feeft  me  ready  ; we  delay  too  long. 

Dor.  A minute  is  not  much  in  either*  Life, 

When  their’s  but  one  betwixt  us;  throw  it  in. 

And  give  it  him  of  us,  who  is  to  fall.  (him. 

Sebajl.  He’s  dead  : make  haft,  and  thou  may  ft  yet  o re  take 
Dor.  When  I washafty,  thou  delay’ft  me  longer. 

I prethec  let  me  hedge  one  moment  more 
Into  thy  promife ; for  thy  life  preferv’d  : 

Be  kind  ; and  tell  me  how  that  Rival!  dy’d, 

Whole  Death  next  thine  I wrfh’d. 

Seb.  If  it  would  pleafe  thee  thou  fhould’ft  never  know  : 

But  thou,  like  Jealoufy,  enquir’ft  a truth, 

Which,  found,  will  torture  thee : He  dy’d  in  Fight  .* 

Fought  next  my  perfon  5 as  in  Confort  fought : 

Kept  pace  for  pace,  and  blow  for  every  blow , 

Save  when  he  heav’d  his  Shield  in  my  defence ; 

And  on  his  naked  fide  receiv’d  my  wound. 

Then,  when  he  could  no  more,  he  fell  at  once : 
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But  ro’WPJ  his  falling  body  crofs  their  ways 
And  cnade  a Bulwark  of  it  for  his  Prince 

Dor.  I never  can  forgive  him  fuch  a death!  - 
Seb.  I prophecy  \1  thy  proud  Soul  could  not  bearit, 
NoWj,  judgethy  i elf,  who  beft  defer  v^d  my  Love. 

I knew  you  both  ; ( and  durft  I fay  ) as  Heaven 
Foreknew  amongthe  finning  Angeil  haft 
Who  would  hand  firm,  who  fall. 

Dor.  Had  he  been  tempted  fo,  fo  had  he  falfn  ; 

And  fo,  had  I been  favour’d,  had  Iftood. 

Seb.  What  had  been  is  unknowns  w hat  is  appears  l 
Confefs  he  jiiftly  was  preferred  to  thee- 

Dor.  Had  I been  born  with  his  indulgent  Stars* 

My  fortune  had  been  his,  and  his  been  mine, 

. O,  vvorfe  than  Hell  / what  Glory  have  I loft,. 

And  what  has  he  acquir'd-  by  fuch  a death. ! 

I fhould  have  fallen  by  Sebaj}.Uns  fide  ; 

My  Corps  had  been  the  Bulwark  of  my  King, 

His  glorious  end  was  a patch’d  work  of  fate* 

111  forted  with  a foie  effeminate  life  : 

It  fuited  better  with  my  life  than  his  ' 

So  tohavedy’d  : mine-had  been  of  a peicc. 

Spent  in  your  fenoce,  dying  at  your  feet. 

Seb.  The  more  effeminate  and  foft  his  life, 

The  more  his  fame,  to  ftruggle  to  the  field, 

And  meet  his  glorious  fate : Confefs,  proud  Spirit* 

(Tor  I will  have  it  from  thy  veiy  mouth  ) 

That  better  he  deferv’dmy  love  than  thorn 

Dor . O*  whether  would  you  drive  me!  Imuftgranr, 
Yes  I muft  grant,  but  with  a fwelling  Soul, 

Henriqtitz> had  your  Love  with  more  defert: 

For  you  he  fought,  and  dy’d}  Ifought  againftyou; 
Through  all  the  mazesof  the  bloudyfield, 

Hunted  your  Sacred  life;  which  that  I mils’ d 
Was  the  propitious  errour  of  my  fate, 

Not  of  my  Soul ; my  Soul’s  a Regicide, 

Seb.  Thou  mtgbt’ft  have  given  it  a more  gentle  name - 
f more  cdmlj7\  Thau  meain’ft  to  kill  a Tyrant,  not  a King 
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Speakdidft  tbou  not. 

Dor.  Can  l fpeak ! 

Alas,  I cannot  anfwer  to  dlonzox 
No,  Doray.  cannot* anfwer  to  Alonzo  : 
jilonzo  was  too  kind  a name  for  me. 

Then,  when  I fought  and  conquer  d with  your  Armes* 

In  that  bleft  Age  I was  the  man  you  nam  d •* 

Till  rage  and  pride  debas’d  me  into  Dora's. ; 

And  loll  like  Lucifer , my  name  above. 

Stl.  Yet,  twice  this  day  low  d my  life  to  Dor  ax. 

Dor  I fav’d  you  but  to  kill  you ; there  s my  grid. 

Scb.  Nay, if  thou  can’d  be  griev’d, thou  can  It  repent  : 

Thou  coud’ft  not  be  a Villain,  though  thou  woud’lt  : 

Thou  own’ll  too  much,  in  owning  thou  halt  err  d ; 

And  I too  little,  who  provok’d  thy  Crime.  ^ 

Dor.  Oflop  this  headlong  Torrent  of  your  goodnels . 

It  comes  too  fail  upon  a feeble  Soul, 

Half  drown’d  in  tears,  before  •>  fpare  myconmhoa: 

For  pitty  fpare,  and  fay  not,  firft,  you  err  d. 

For  yeti  have  not  dar’d, through  guilt  and  mame, 

[Fall/ at  his  Tothrow  my  felf  beneath  your  Royah  feet. . 

fees']  Now  fpurn  this  Rebell,  this  proud  Renegade 
’Tis  juft  you  fhould,  nor  will  I more  complain. 

Seb.  Indeed  thou  fhoud’ft  not-  ask  forgiveneis  hrit, 

[taking  him  up.  But  thou  prevent!!  me  hill, in  all  that  s no  ble, 
Yeti  will raile  thee  up  with  better  news: 

Thy  riolante's  heart  was  ever  thine ; 

Compell’d  to  wed,  becaufc  fhe  was  my  Ward, 

Her  Soul  was  abfent  when  fhe  gave  her  hand  : 

Nor  could  my  threats,  orhispurfuing  Courtlmp, 

EffeS  the  Confummation  of  his  Love : 

So,  ftill  indulging  tears,  lhe  pines  for  thee, 

A Widdow  and  a Maid.  , ,,  a 

Dor.  Have  I been  cuffing  Heav’n  w hile  Heav  Q bleft  me  - 
I fhall  run  mad  withextafy  of  joy : 

What,  in  one  moment,' to  be  reconcil'd 
To  Heaven,  and  to  my  King,  and  to  my  Love.. 

But  pitty  is  my  Friend,  and  ft  ops  me  lhort,  *-  Foy 
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For  my  unhappy  Rivall:  poor  Henriqutz  \ 

Seb.  Art  thou  fo  generous  too,  to  Pittyhim? 

Nay,  then  I was  unjufi:  to  love  him  better, 

Em'oric - Here  let  me  ever  hold  thee  in  my  arms  : 
tug  him.  And  all  our  quarrells  be  but  fueh  as  thefe, 
Who  fhall  love  belt,  and’clofeft  fhall  embrace: 

Be  what  Enriquez  was  ; be  my  Alonzo. 

Dor.  What, my  Alonzo  fayd  you  ? my  Alonzo  l 
Let  my  tears  thank  you  j for  I cannot  fpeak : 

And  if  I cou’d, 

Words  were  not  made  to  vent  fuch  thoughts  as  mine, 
Seb.  Thou  canft  not  fpeak,  and  I can  ne’re  be  filent. 
Some  Strange  reverfc  of  Fate  muft,  fure  attend 
This  vaft  profulion,  this  extravagance 
Of  Heaven,  to  blefs  me  thus.  ’Tis  Gold  lo  pure 
It  cannot  bear  the  Stamp,  without  aliay. 

Be  kind,  ye  Powers,  and  take  but  half  away  : 

With  eale  the  gifts  of  Fortune  I refign ; 

But,  let  my  Love,  and  Friend,  be  ever  mine. 

Exeunt 


ACT  V.  The  Scene  is  a Room  of  State. 

Enter  Dorax  and  Antonio. 

Dor.  TT  Oy  is  on  every  face,  without  a Cloud : 

I As,  in  the  Scene  of  opening  Paradice, 

The  whole  Creation  danc’d  at  their  new  beiig : 
Pleas’d  to  be  what  they  were ; pleas'd  with  each  other. 
Such  Joy  have  I,  both  in  my  felf,  and  Friends : 

A?nd  double  Joy,  that  I have  made ’em  happy. 

Antonio , Pleafure  has  been  the  bus’nefs  of  my  life  ; 

And  every  change  of  Fortune  caly  to  me, 

Becaule  I ftiil  was  eafy  to  ray  felf. 

The  Jofs  of  her  I lov'd  would  touch  me  ncafeft ; 

Yet,  if  I found  her,  I might  love  too  much  j 
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And  tint’s  uneafy  Plealurt. 

Dor.  If  Ihe  be  feted 

To  be  your  Wife,  your  fete  will  find  her  for  you  : 
Predeftinated  ills  are  never  loll. 

Anton.  I had  forgot 

T’Eaquire  before,  but  long  to  be  inform’d, 

How,  poifon’d  and  betray’d,  and  round  befet. 

You  could  unwind  your  ielf  from  all  thefe  dangers  ; 

And  move  fofpeedily  to  our  relief! 

Do r.  The  double  poifons,  after  a ffcort  Combat, 

ExpelPd  each  other  in  their  Civ  ill  War, 

By  nature*  benefit : and  rows'd  my  thoughts 
To  Guard  that  life  w hich  now  I found  Attack’d. 

I fummon’d  all  my  Officers  in  haft, 

On  whole  experience  Faith  I might  rely : 

All  came  ; refblv’d  to  dye  in  tny  defence. 

Save  that  one  Villain  who  betray’d  the  Gate. 

Our  diligence  prevented  the  furprize 
We  juftly  fear’d : fo,  Multy-Zty'Atn  found  us 
Drawn-up  in  Battle,  to  receive  the  charge, 

Ant.  But  how  the  Moors  and  ChriJUxn  flaves  were  joyn’d^ 
You  have  not  yet  unfolded. 

Dor.  That  remains. 

We  knew  their  Int’reft  was  the  fame  with  ours  : 

And  though  I hated  more  than  Death,  Sebuftian ; 

I could  not  fee  him  dye  by  Vulgar  hands : 

But  prompted  by  my  Angell,  or  by  his, 

Freed  all  the  Slaves,  and  plac’d  him  next  my  felf, 

Beeaufe  I Would  not  have  his  Perfon  known. 

I need  not  tell  the  reft,  th’  event  declares  it. 

Ant.  Your  Conqueft  came  of  courfe;  their  men  were  raWjj 
And  yours  were  difeiplin’d : one  doubt  remains, 

Why  you  induftrioufiy  conceal’d  the  King, 

. Who,  known,  had  added  Courage  to  his  Men  ? 

Dor.  I would  not  hazard  civill  broils,  betwixt 
His  Friends  and  mine : which  might  prevent  our  Combat  : 
Yet,  had  he  fell’n,  I had  difmifs’d  nis  Troops  5 
Qr,  if  Yi&orious,  order’d  his  efcape. 
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But  I forgot  a new  increafe  of  Joy, 

To  feaft  him  with  furprize  j I muff  about  it: 

Exptft  my  fwift  return.  C Exit  Dorax. 

Enter  x Servant  to  Antonio, 

Serv.  Here’s  a Lady  at  the  door,  that  bids  me  tell  you.  Hie 
is  come  to  make  an  end  of  the  game,  that  was  broken  off  be- 
twixt you. 

Ant.  What  manner  of  Woman  is  fhe?  Does  fhe  not  want 
two  of  the  four  Elements?  has  Ihe  any  thing  about  her  but 
ayr  and  fire  ? 

' Servant.  Truly,  fhe  flys  about  the  room,  as  if  fhe  had  wings 
inltead  of  legs  jl  believe  fhe’s  juft  turning  into  a bird : a houfe- 
bird  I warrant  her : and  fo  hafey  to  ffy  to  you,  that,  rather  than 
fail  of  entrance,  fhe  wou’d  come  tumbling  down  the  Chim- 
uey,  like  a Swallow. 

£nter  Morayma.  ' 

f Antonio  rnnning  to  her  and  Embracing  her. 

Look  if  fhe  be  not  here  already:  what,nodenia!l  it  feems  will 
ferve  your  turn  ? why ! thou  little  dun,  is  thy  debt  fo  preifing  ? - 

Mor.  Little  Deviil  if  you  pleafe  : your  leale  is  out,  good  Mr. 
Conjurer  i and  I am  come  to  fetch  you  Soul  and  Body;  notan 
hour  of  lewd  nefs  longer  in  this  world  for  you. 

Ant.  Where  the  Deviil  haftthou  been  ? and  how  the  Deviil 
didft  thou  find  me  here  ? 

Mor.  I follow ’d  you  into  the  Cafile  yard  : but  there  was  no- 
thing but  Tumult,  and  Confufion : and  I was  bodily  afraid 
ofbeing  pick’d  up  by  fome  of  the  Rabble;  confidering  Ihad  a 
double  charge  about  me,- my  Jewells  & my  Mayden-head. 

Ant.  Both  of ’em  intended  for  my  Worfhips  foie  ufe  and 
Property. 

Mor.  And  what  was  poor  little  I among ’em  all? 

Ant.  Not  a mouthfull  a piece ; ’twas  too  much  odds  in  Con* 
fcience. 

Mor.  Sofeekingfor  fhelter,  I naturally  ran  to  theold  place 

of 
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of  Affignation,  the  Garden  houfe:  where  for  warn  mftinff, 
you  did  not  follow  me. 

Ant.  Well  for  thy  Comfort,  I have  fecui’J  thy  Father  ; and 
I hope  thou  haft  lecur’d  his  effc&s  for  us. 

Mor.  Yes  truly  I had  the  prudent  forefight  to  confider  that 
when  we  grow  old,  and  weary  ol  Solacing  one  another,  we 
might  have,  at  leaft,  wherewithall  to  make  merry  with  the 
World ; and  take  up  with  a worfe  pleafure  of  eating  and 
drinking,  when  we  were  difabled  for  abetter. 

. Ant.  Thv  fortune  will  be  e’en  too  good  for  thee : for  thou 
art  going  iuto  the  Country  of  Serenades,  and  Gallantries ; 
where  tby  ftreet  will  be  haunted  every  Night,  with  thy  fool- 
illi  Lovers,  and  my  Rivals ; who  will  be  fighing,  and  finging 
under  thy  inexorable  windows,  lamentable  ditties, and  call  thee 
Cruell, &Goddefs,  & Moon,  and  Stars,  and  all  the  Poetical! 
names  of  wicked  rhyme  .•  while  thou  and  I,  are  minding  our 
bus'nefs,-and  jogging  on,  and  laughing  at  ’em ; at  leiiure- 
minuts, which  will  be  very  fewgake  that  by  way  of  threatning. 

Mor.  I am  afraid  you  are  not  very  valiant,  that  you  huff  lo 
much  beforehand:  but,  they  lay,  your  Churches  are  fine 
places  for  Love-devotion : many  a fhe-Saint  is  there  worlhip’d. 

Ant.  Temples  are  there, asthey  are  in  all  otherCountries,good 
conveniences  for  dumb  enterviews : I hear  the  Proteftants  an’t 
much  reform’d  inthatpointneither;for  tlieirSe&ariescal!  their 
Churches  by  the  naturall  name  of  Meeting-houfes.  therefore 
I warn  thee  in  good  time,  not  more  of  devotion  than  needs 
muff,  good  future  Spowfe  ; and  allways  in  aveile,  for  thole 
eyes  of  thine  are  damn’d  enemies  to  mortification. 

Mor.  T he  bell  thing  I have  heard  ot  Chrifiendom,  is  that 
we  women  are  allow’d  the  priviledge  of  having  Souls ; and  I 
affureyou,  I lhallmake  bold  to  beftow  mine,  upon  lome  Lo- 
ver, when  ever  you  begin  to  go  affray,  and,  iff  find  no  Con- 
venience in  a Church, a private  Chamber  will  ferve  the  turn. 

Ant.  When  that  day  comes,  I muff  take  my  revenge  and 
turn  Gardener  again : for  I find  I am  much  given  to  Planting. 

Mor.  But  take  heed,  in  the  mean  time,  that  Lome  young 
jintonio  does  not  fpring  up  in  your  own  Family ; as  falfe  as 
his  Father,  though  of  another  mans  planting, 

Q. 
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Reenter  Dorax  with  Sebafrian  and  Almcyda.  Sebaftian 
(peaking -to  Dorax,  while  in  the  mean  time  Antonio 
prefints  Morayma  to  Almeyda, 

Seh.  How  fares  our  Roy  all  Pris’ner,  Maley  Zeydan  ? 
Dor.  Djfpos’dto  grant  whatever  I defire, 

To  gain  a Crown,  and  Freedom:  well  I know  him, 
Of  eafy  temper,  naturally  good. 

And  faithfull  to  his  word. 

Seh . Yet  one  thing  wanfs, 

To  fill  the  meafureof  my  happinefs 
Fm  dill  in  pain  for  poor  Alvarez7 s life. 

Dor:  Releafe  that  fear ; the  good  old  man  is  fate  : ' 

I pay’d  llis  ranfome  : 

• And  have  already  order’d  his  Attendance. 

Seh.  O bid  hiui  enter  for  I long  to  fee  him. 

Enter  Alvarez  with  a Servant , who  departs  when 
Alvarez#  enter'd. 

[^Alvarez  failing  down  and  embracing  the  ICwgs  knees’] 
Now  by  my  SouWnd  by  thefe  hoary  hairs, 

I’m  fo  ore-whelm’ d with  pleafure,  that  1 feel 
A latter  fpring  within  my  withering  Jjmbs, 

That  Shoots  irieout  again. 

Sebajltan , raffing  him  3 
Thou  good  old  Man ! 

Thou  haft  deceiv’d  me  into  more,  more  joys  * 

Who  ftood  brirmfull  before. 

Jlv.  Omy  dear  Child  ! 

I love  thee  fo5  I cannot  call  thee  King, 

Whom  I fo  oft  have,  dandled  in  thefe  arms ! 

What,  when  I gave  thee  loft  to  find  thee  living ! 

* f is  like  a Father,  who  himfelf  had  fcap’d 
A falling  houfe,  and  after  anxious  fearch, 

Hears  from  afar,  his  ©nlySon  within: 

And  digs  through  rubbifh,  till  he  drags  him  out 
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To  fee  the  friendly  light. 

Such  is  my  had:  fo  trembling  is  my  joy 
To  draw  thee  forth  from  underneath  thy  Fate. 

Seb.  The  Tcmpeft  is  ore-blown ; the  Skys  are  clear, 
And  the  Sea,  charm  a into  a Calm  fo  ftill, 

That  not  a wrinkle  ruffles  her  fmooth  face. 

, Alv.  Juft fuch  fhe  fhows  before  a rifing  florin,- 
And  therefore  am  I come,  with  timely  fpeed, 

To  warn  you  into  Port. 

Almeydx.  My  Soul  fore-bodes  [a fide. 

Some  dire  event  involv’d  in  thole  dark  words ; 

And  juft  difclofing,  in  a birth  of  fate. 

Alv.  Is  there  not  yet  an  Heir  of  this  vaft  Empire, 

' Who  ftill  Survives,  of  Mnky- Mcluchs  branch?’ 

Dor.  Yes  fuch  an  one  there  is,  a Captive  here, 

And  Brother  to  the  Dead. 

Alv.  The  Power’s  above 

Be.  prais’d  for  that : My  prayers  for  my  good  Matter 
I hope  are  heard. 

Seb.  Thou  haft  a right  in  Heav’n, 

But  why  thefe  prayers  for  me  > 

Alv.  A door  is  open  yet  for  your  deliv’rance, 

Now  you  my  Country-men,  and  you  Almeydx, 

Now  all  of  us,  and  you  (my  all  in  one  ) 

May  yet  be  happy  in  that  Captives  life. 

Seb.  We  have  him  here  an  honourable  Hoftage 
For  terms  of  peace  : what  more  he  can  Contribute 
To  make  me  bleft,  I know  not. 

Alv.  Vaftly  more  : 

Almeydx  may  be  fettled  in  the-Throne$ 

And  you  review  your  Native  Clime  with  fame  : 

A firm  Alliance,  and  eternall  Peace, 

(The  glorious  Crown  of  honourable  War,) 

Are  all  included  in  that  Princes  life : 

Let  this  fair  Queen  be  giv’n  to  Muley-Zeydxn  ; 

And  make  her  love  the  Sanction  of  your  League. 

Seb.  No  more  of  that : his  life’s  in  my  difipofe  ; * 
And.Pm’ners  are  not  to  infill  on  terms. 


CL* 


Or 


< u 6) 

Or  if  they  were,  yet  he  demands  not  theft, 

Alv.  You  fhou’d  exafd  ’em. 

Aim.  Better  may  be  made ; 

Theft  cannot : I abhor  the  Tyrants  race ; 

My  Parents  Murtherers,  my  Throne’s  Ufurpers.  ' 
But,  at  one  blow  to  cut  offalldifpute, 

Know  this,  thou  bufy,  old,  officious  Man, 

I am  a Chridian ; now  be  wife  no  more  j 
Or  ifthou  woud’d  be  dill  thought  wife,  befilent. 

Alv.  O ! I perceive  you  think  your  Int’reft  touch’d  ; 
*Tis  what  before  the  Battail  I cbftrv’d  : 

But  I mud  fpeak,  and  will-. 

Seb.  I prethee  peace  , 

Perhaps  fire  thinks  they  are  too  near  of  bloud' 

Alv.  1 wiffi  ffie  may  not  wed  to  bloud  more  near, 
Seb.  What  if  I make  her  mine? 

Alv.  Now  Hea’vn  forbid ! 

Seb.  Wiffi  rather  HeaVn  may  grant). 

For,  if  I cou’d  deftrve,  I have  deferv’d  her : 

My  toyls,  my  hazards, and  my  Subjefts  lives,, 
(Trovided  ffie  con  fent)  may  claim  her  love:. 

And,  that  oaee  granted,  I appeal  to  theft, 

If  better,  I cou’d  chufe  a beauteous  Bride. 

Ant.  The  faired  of  her  Sex. 

Mor.  The  pride  of  Nature. 

Dor.  He  only  merits  her  ; ffieonly  him. 
Sopayr’dj-fofuitedintheir  minds  andPerfons,. 

• That  they  were  fram’d  the  Tall  yes  for  each  other* 
Ifany  Alien  love  had  interpos’d 
It  mud  have  been  an  eyefore  to  beholders. 

And  to  themfeives  a Curfe:  - 
Alv.  And  to  themfeives  * 
ThegreatedCurftthatcanbc,  were  tojoyn, 

Seb.  Did  I not  love  thee,  pad  a change  to  hate. 
That  word  had  been  thy  ruine ; but  no  more, 

I charge  thee  on  thy  life,  perverfe  old  man. 

Alv.  Know,  Sir,  Iwou’dbe  filent  if  Idurft,; 

But,  if  on  Shipbord,,  Iffiou’d  fee  my  Friend, 
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Grown  frantigue  in  a raging  Calenture, 

And  he,  imagining  vain  flowry  fields, 

Wou’d  headlong  plunge  himfelf  into  the  deep, 

Shou'd  1 not  hold  him  from  that  mad  attempt, 

Till  hisfick  fancy  were  by  reafon  cur’d  ? 

Seb.  I pardon  thee  th’effe&s  of  doting  Age ; 

Vain  doubts, and  idlecares,and  over-caution , 

The  fecond  Non-age  of  a Soul,  more  wife  $ 

But  now  decay’d,  and  funk  into  the  Socket, 

Peeping  by  fits  and  giving  feeble  light. 
stlv.  Have  you  forgot? 

Seb.  Thou  mean’ft  my  Fathers  Will, 

In  bar  of  Marriage  to  Almeydfs  bed  : 

Thou  feeft  my  faculties  are  (fill  entire, 

Though  thine  are  much  impair’d,  I weigh’d  that  Will, 
And  found ’twas  grounded  on  our  different  Faiths  , 

But,  had  he  liv’d  to  fee  her  happy  change, 

He  wou’d  have  canceli’d  that  harfh  Interdid, 

And  joyn’dour  hands  himfelf. 

Jlv.  Still  had  he  liv’d  and  feen  this  change, 

He  ftill  had  been  the  Same. 

Seb.  I have  a dark  remembrance  ofmyFather; 

His  reas’nings  and  his  A£fions  both  were  juft ; 

And,  granting  that,  he  muff  have  chang’d  his  meafures. 
jllv.  Yes,  he  was  juft,  and  therefore  cou’d  not  change 
Seb.  Tis  abafe  wrong  thou  offer’d  to  the  Dead. 

A/v.  Now  Hea’vn  forbid, 

Thatlfhou’d  blaft  his  pious  Memory  .* 

No,  lam  tender  of  hi*  holy  Fame,- 
For, dying  he  bequeath’d  it  to  my  charge. 

Believe  I am  ; and  leek  to  know  no  more, 

But  pay  a blind  obedience  to  his  will. 

For  to  preferve  his  Fame  I wou’d  be  filent. 

Seb.  Craz’d  fool,  who  woud‘ft  be  thought  an  Oracle, 
Come  down  from  off  thy  Tripos,  and  fpeak  plain  i 
My  Father  fhall  be  juftify‘d  , he  fhall : 

‘Tis  a Son’s  part  to  rife  in  his  defence ; 

And  to  confound  thy  malice,  or  thy  ^dotage. 

Alv.  It  does  not  grieve  me  that  you  hold  mecrazed; 
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Put,  to  be  clear  d at  my  dead  Matters  coft, 

O there’s  the  wound!  but  let  me  hrft  adjure  you, 

By  all  you  owe  that  dear  departed  Soul, 

No  more  to  think  of  Marriage  with  Almeydn. 

Seb.  Not  Hea’vn  and  Earth  combin’d,  can  fiinderit. 

Jlv.  Then,  witnefs  Hea’vn  and  Earth,  how  loath  I am 
To  fay,  you  muft  not,  nay  y.ou  cannot  wed. 

And  fince  not  only  a dead  Fathers  fame, 

But  more  a Ladies  honour  muft  be  touch’d, 

Which  nice  as  Ermines  will  not  bear  a,  Soil; 

Let  >11  retire ; that  you  alpne  may  hear 
What  ev’ninwhifpersl  wou’d  teli  your  ear. 

[All are. going  out. 

Aim.  Not  one  of  you  depart ; . I charge  you  ftay. 

And,  were  my  voice  a TrumpetToud  as  tame. 

To  reach  the  round  of  Hea’vn,  and  Earth,  andSea, 

All  Nations  fhou’d  be  Summon’d  to  this  place' 

So  little  do  I fear  that  Fellows  charge  : 

So  fhou’d  my  honour  like  a rifing  Swan,  . 

Brufh  with  her  wings,  the  falling  drops  away, 

And  proudly  plough  the  waves.  * 

Seb.  This  noble  pride  becomes  thy  Innocence  : 
Andldaretruft  my  Fathers  memciry, 

Toftand  the  charge  of  that  foul  forging  tongue. 

Alv.  It  will  be  foon  di'fcover’d  if  I forge,- 
Have  you  not  heard  your  Father  in  his  youth, 

When  newly  marry’d,  travel’d  into  spam, 

And  made  a long  abode  in  Phillips  Coiirt? 

Stb.  Wily  fo  remote  a queftion  ? which  thy  feif 
Can  anfwer  to  thy  felf , for  thou  were  with  him, 

His  Fav’rite,  as  I oft  have  heard  thee  boaft : 

And  neareft  to  his^Soul.  , 

Alfa.  Too  near  indeed,  forgive  me  Gracious  Heaven 
1 hat  ever  I mould  boaft  I was  fo  near. 

The  Confident  or  all  his  young  Amours.  , 

{_  To  Almeyda  And-have  not  you,  unhappy  Le&uty,  heard, 
Have  you  not  often  heard,  your  Exil’d  Parents 
Were  refug’d  in  that  Court,  and  at  that  time? 

Jim. 
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Aim.  ’Tis true:  and  often  dace,  my  Mother ownV 
How  kind  that  Prince  was,  to  elpoufe  her  caulc ; 

She  Cou nfell’d,  nay,  Enjoyn’d  me  on  herblefling 
To  feck  the  Sanfluary  of  your  Court : ' 

Which  gave  me  fird  encouragement  to  come, 

And,  with  my  Brother,  beg  Scbiftiws  aid. 

Sebaft,  Thou  help’d  me  well,  to  judify  my  War  : 
to  Alme.  My  dying  Father  fwo*re  me,  then  a Boy  ; 

And  made  me  kits  the  Crols  upon  his  Sword, 

Never  to  fheathit,  till  that  exil’d  Queen 
' Were  by  my  Arms  reftor’d. 

Alv.  And  can  you  finde 
No  midery,  couch’d  in  this  excels  of  kindrefs  ? 

Were  Kings  e’re  known,  in  this  degenerate  Age, 

So  paflionately  fond  of  noble  Afls, 

Where  Intereft  lhar’d  not  more  than  half  with  honour? 

SeS.  Bale  groveling  Soul,  who  know’ll:  not  honours  worth 
But  weigh'd  it  out  in  mercenary  Scales  ; 

The  Secret  pleafure  of  a generous  Aft, 

Is  the  great  minds  great  bribe. 

Alv.  Show  me  that  King,  and  Tie  believe  the  Phoenix, 

But  knock  at  your  own  bread,  andask  your  Soul 
Ifthofe  fair  fatall  eyes,  edg’d  not  your  Sword, 

More  than  your  Fashers  charge,  and  all  your  vows? 

If  fo ; and  fo  your  filence  grants  it  is, 

Know  King,  your  Father  had,  like  you,  a Soul  , 

And  Love  is  your  Inheritance  from  him. 

Atyeydn’s  Mother  too  had  eyes,  like  her, 

And  not  lefs  charming,  and  were  charm’d  no  lefs 
Than  your’s  are  now  with  her,  and  her’swith  you* 

Aim.  Thou  ly*ft  Impodor,  Perjur’d  Fiend  thou  ly’ft. 

Seb.  Wa’ft  not  enough  to  brand  my  Father’s  fame. 

But  thou  mud  load  a Ladies  memory  ? 

O Infamous  bafe,  beyond  repair. 

And,  to  what  end  this  ill  concerted  lye, 

Which,  palpable  and  grofs,  yet  granted  true, 

It  barrs  not  my  Inviolable  vows. 

Ah.  Take  heed  and  double  not  your  Fathers  crimes ; 


(no) 

To  his  Adult’ry,  do  not  add  your  Inceft.  , . 

Know,  fheistheprodu&ofunlawfuIiLovc: 

And  ’tis  your  Carnall  Sirter  you  wou’d  wed. 

seb.  Thou  fhallt  not  fay  thou  wert  Condemn’d  unheard. 
Elfe,  by  my  Soul, this  moment.were  thy  laft. 

Aim.  But  think  not  Oaths  fhall  juftify  thy  charge  5 
Nor  Imprecations  on  thy  curfed  bead, 

For  who  dares  lye  to  Heavenrthinks  Heaven  a Jeft. 

Thou  hall  confefs’d  thy  felf  the  Confcious  Pandar 
Of  that  pretended  paflion : 

A Single  Witnefs,infamoufly  known, 

Againft  twoPerfons  of  unqueftion’d  fame ; 

Alv.  What  Int’reft  can  I have,  or  what  delight 
To  blaze  their  fhame,  or  to  divulge  my  own? 

If  prov’d  you  hate  me,  if  unprov’d  Condemn  j? 

Not  Racks  or  Tortures  could  have  forc’d  this  lecret, 

But  too  much  care,  to  lave  you  from  a Crime, 

Which  would  have  funk  vou  both.  For  let  me  (ay, 
Almcysias  beauty  well  deferves  your  love  .* 

Mm.  Out,  bafe  Impoftor,  I abhor  thy  praife. 

Dor  ax.  Itlooks  not  like  Iraporture : but  a truth. 

On  utmoft  need  reveal’d. 

Sebijl.  Did  I expect  from  Dor  ax , this  return  ? 

Is  this  the  love  renew’d? 

Dor  ax.  Sir,  I amfilent; 

Pray  Heav’n  my  fearsprovc  falfe. 

Sebajl.  Away;  you  all  combine  to  make  me  wretched. 
Alv.  But  hear  the  ftoryofthat  fatal  1 Love  5 
Where  every  Circurrrtance  fhall  prove  another  ; 

And  truth  fo  fhine,  by  her  own  native-  light, 

That  if  a Lye  were  mixt,  it  mail  be  ieen. 

Sebijl.  No.  i all  may  Bill  be  forg’d,  and  of  a piece. 

No;  I can  credit  nothing  thou  can’rt  fay  : 

Mv.  One  proof  remains ; and  that’s  your  Fathers  hand  : 
Firm’d  with  his  Signet;  both  fo  fully  known. 

That  plainer  Evidence  can  hardly  be, 

Uniefs  his  Soul  wou’d  want  her  Hea’vn  a while, 

4nd  come  on  Earth  tofwear. 

Seb 


Set.  Produce  that  Writing. 

1 \_Alvar.  Alonzo  has  it  in  his  Cuftody. 

to  Derex  ~\  The  fame,  which  when  his  noblenefs  redeem’d  me, 

And  in  a friendly  vifit  own‘d  himfclf, 

For  what  he  is,  I then  depofited : 

And  had  his  Faith  to  give  it  to  the  King. 

Dora x.  giving  a feal’d  Paper  to  the  King. 

Untouch’d,  and  Seal’d  as  when  intruded  with  me. 

Such  I reftore  it,  with  a trembling  hand, 

Left  ought  within  difturb  your  peace  of  Soul. 

Sebaft.  tearing  open  the  Seals. 

Draw  near  Almeyda : thou  art  moft  concern’d. 

For  I am  moft  in  Thee. 

Alonzo,  mark  the  Characters  '• 

Thou  know’ftmy  Fathers  hand  obferve  it  well: 

And  if  th’  Impoftors  Pen,  have  made  one  flip, 

That  ftiows  it  Counterfeit,  mark  that  and  lave  me. 

Dor  ax.  It  looks,  indeed,  too  like  my  Matters  hand : 

So  does  the  Signet ; morel  cannot  fay ; 

But  wifh  ’tvvere  not  fo  like. 

Sebaft.  Methinks  it  owns 
The  black  Adult’ry,  and  Almeidas  birth ; 

But  fuch  a mitt  of  grief  comes  o’re  my  eyes, 

I cannot,  or  I wou’d  not  read  it  plain. 

Aim.  Hea'vn  cannot  be  more  true,  than  this  isfalfe. 
sthaft.  OCoud'ftthou  prove  it,  with  the  fame  alfurancc ! 
Speak,  haft  thou  ever  feen  mv  Fathers  hand? 

Aim.  No ; but  my  Mothers  honour  has  been  read 
By  me,  and  by  the  world,  in  all  her  Ads  ; 

In  Chara&ers  more  plain,  and  legible 
Then  this  dumb  Evidence,  this  blotted  lye.' 

Oh  that  I were  a man,  as  my  Soul  s one, 

To  prove  thee,  Traytor,  an  Aflallinatc 

R 


Of 


( r’*»)  \ 

Of  her  fair  ame  : thus  wou’d  I tear  thee,  thus — ■:  [{Tearing 

And  fcatter,  o're  the  field,  thy  Coward  limbs,  the  Paper} 
Like  this  foul  offspring  of  thy  forging  brain. 

(Sett? ring  the  Paper) 

Alv.  Juft  fo,  fhaic  thou  be  torn  from  all  thy  hopes. 

For  know  proud  Woman,  know  in  thy  defpighr. 

The  moft  Authentiqne  proof  is  ftill  behind. 

Thou  wear’ ft  it  on  thy  finger  .•  ’tis  that  Ring, 

Which  match’d  with  that  on  his,  fhall  clear  the  doubt, 

’Tis  no  dumb  forgery  : for  that  fhall  ({Dealt; 

And  found  a rattling  pealto  eithers  Confidence . 

Seb.  This  Ring  indeed,  my  Father,  with  a cold 
•And  fliaking  hand,  juft  in  the  pangs  of  Death, 

Futon  my  finger  5 with  a parting  figh, 

And  wou’d  have  {poke ; but  falter‘d  in  his  fpcech, 
Withundiftinguifh’d  founds, 

Alv.  I know  it  well : 

For  I was  prefent;  Now,  Ameyd'at  (peak : 

And,  truly  tell  us,  how  you  come  by  yours? 

Am.  My  Mother,  when  I parted  from  her  fight. 

To  go  to  Portugal  bequeath’d  it  to  me, 

Prefaging  Ihe  fhou’d  never  fee  me  more : 

She  pull’d  it  from  her  finger,  Ihed  fome  tears, 

Kifis’d  it,  and  told  me  ’twas  a pledge  of  Love ; 

And  hid  a Miftery  of  great  Importance 
Relating  to  my  Fortunes. 

Alv.  Mark  me  now,. 

While  I dilclofe  that  fatall  Miftery. 

Yhoferings,  when  you  were. born,  and  thought  anothers. 
Tour  Parents,  glow  ing  yet  in  finfull  love, 

Bid  me  befpeak : a Curious  Artift  wrought ’em: 

With  joynts  fo  clofe,,  as  not  to  be  perceiv’d  j 
Yet  are  they  both  each  others  Counterpart. 

Her  part  had  Ju  w inferib’d,  and  his  had  Zayda. 

)You  know  thofe  names  are  theirs.-  ) and  in  the  midft,. 

A heart  divid  d in  two  halves  was  plac’d. 

Now  if  the  rivets  of  thofe  Rings,  inclos’d, 
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Fit  not  each  other,  I have  forg’d  this  lye ; : 

But  if  they  joyn,  you  mult  for  ever  part, 

£ Seb.  pulling  off  hi*  Self,  Now  life,  or  death. 

Ring.  Aim.  does  the  Aim.  And  either  thine,  or  ours. 
fame>  and  gives  it  to  Aim.  I’m  loft  for  ever.— — ( (moons  ) 
Alv.  mho  utffcrues  ( The  fVomen  And  Morayma,  take 
both  the  Rings & fits  her  up  and  carry  her  off.  ) 

one  half  to  the  other.’] 

£ Seb.  here Jlandt  amaz'd  without  motion,  hie  eyes fixt  upward.’} 

Seb.  Look  to  the  Queen  my  Wife  ; Forlampaft 
All  Pow’r  of  Aid,  to  her  or  to  my  felf. 

Ah.  His  Wife,  laid  he,  his  Wife ! O fatall  lound  ? 

For,  had  I known  it, this  unwelcome  news 
Had  never  reach’d  their  ears. 

So  they  had  ftill  been  bleft  in  Ignorance, 

And  I alone  unhappy. 

Dor.  I knew  it,  but  too  late : and  durft  not  Ipeak. 

[,  Seb.  farting  I will  not  live : no  not  a moment  more ; 
out  of  his  amaze-  I will  not  add  one  moment  more  to  Inceft. 
ment.  I’lc  cut  it  off,  and  end  a wretched  being. 

For,  fhould  I live,  my  Soul’s  fo  little  mine, 

And  fo  much  hers,  that  I fhould  ftill  enjoy. 

Yc  Cruell  Powers 

Take  me  as  you  have  made  me,  mifcrable; 

You  cannot  make  me  guilty ; ’twasmyfate 

And  you  made  that,  not  I.  [Draws  his  Sword. 

Antonio  and  Alv.  lay  hold  on  him,  and  Dorax  wrejls  the 
Sword  out  of  his  hand. 

An.  For  Heav’ns  fake  hold,  and  recoiled  your  mind. 
Alvarez.  Confider  whom  you  puoilh,  and  for  what;' 
Yoivfelf  ? unjuftly:  You  have  charg’d  the  fault,  v-  - - 

* — — 
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On  Heav’n  that  belt  may  bear  it. 

Though  Inceft  is  indeed  a deadly  Crime, 

You  are  not  guilty,  finee,  unknown  ’twas  done, 

And,  known,  had  been  abhorr’d. 

Seb.  By  Heaven  y’re  Traytours,  all,  that  hold  my  hands. 

If  death  be  but  cdfetion  of  ou,r  thought, 

Then  let  me  dye  for  I would  think  no  more, 

I’le  boaft  my  Innocence  above ; 

And  let’em  fee  a Soul  they  cou’d  not  fully : 

I fnall  be  there  before  my  Fathers  Ghoft , 

That  yet  mufllanguifh  long,  in  frofts  and  fires, 

For  making  me  unhappy  by  his  Crime: 

^(Irugnling  Stand  off  and  let  me  take  my  fill  of  death  ; 
ag.iin.  For  I can  hold  my  breath  in  your  defpight, 
And  Kvell  my  heaving  Soul  out,  when  Ipleafe. 
j41v.  Heav'n  comfort  you ! 

Seb.  What  art  thou  given  comfort! 

Wou’dft  thou  give  comfort,  who  haft  giv’n  defpair  ? 

Thou  fecit  Alonzo  filent;  he’s  a man. 

He  knows,  that  men  abandon’d  of  their  hopes 
Shou’d  ask  no  leave,  nor  ftay  for  fueing  out 
A tedious  Writ  of  eafe,  from  lingring  Heaven, 

But  help  themlelves,  as  timely  as  they  cou’d, 

And  teach  the  fates  their  duty. 

£ Dorax  to  Alv.  Let  him  go : 

and  Anto.  ' ] He  is  our  King ; and  he  fhall  be  obey’d  ‘ 

Alv.  What  to  deftroy  himfelf,  O Parricide  / 

Dor.  Be  not  Injurious  in  your  foolilh  zeal. 

But  leave  him  free,  or  by  my  fword  l fwear, 

To  hew  that  Arm  away,  that  flops  the  paffage 
To  his  Eternal  reft. 

f Anto.  letting  Let  him  be  Guilty  of  his  own  death  if  he 
go  bit  bold.~]  pleafes : for  Pie  not  be  guilty  of  mine  ; by 
holding  him. 

The  Kjng  (bakes  off  Alvarez 
Alvtrez,  to  Dora*.  Infernal  Fiend.; 

Is  this  a Subjects  psife? 

Dor, 
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Dor.  ’Tis  a Friends  Office. 

r*°rf  ' 

T°*s!PMy™afc  mV only  Friend,  how  kind  art  thou 

And  how  Inhuman  thefaj 

Dor.  To  make  the  trifle  death,  a thing  of^omen  . 

Sib.  And  not  to  weigh  th’  Important  caufe  I had, 

To  rid  my  felfof  life  ? 

Dor.  True;  for  a Crime* 

So  horrid  in  the  face  of  Men  andAngells, 

As  wilfull  Inceft  is  / 

Seb . Not  wilfull  neither.  , . « 

Dor  Yes,  if  you  liv’d  and  with  repeated  Act.., 

Refrelh’d  your  Sin,  and  loaded  crimes  with  crimes, 

To  fwell  your  fcorcs  of  Guilt. 

Seb.  True;  if  I liv’d. 

Dor.  I Taid  fo,  if  you  liv’d. 

seb.  For  hitherto ’was  fatall  ignorance  : 

And  no  intended  crime. 

Bufita  Malicious'w  orld'will  judge  the  word. 

Alv.  O whataSophifter  has  Hell  procur  d, 

To  argue  for  Damnation ! 

Dor.  Peace,  old  Dotard.  . 

Mankind  that  always  judge  ofKings  with  mahce, 

Will  think  he  knew  this  Inceft,  and  purfu  d «, 

His  only  way  to  reftify  miftakes,  > 

And  to  redeem  her  honour,  is  to  dye. 

Seb.  Thou  haft  it  right,  my  dear,  my  beft  AMn 
And  that,  but  petty  reparation  too  5 

But  all  1 have  to  give. 

Par.  Your  pardon,  Sir ; 

You  may  do  more,  and  ought.  / Death, 

it  every  Night  we  go  to  bed,  ©otfe 
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Dtfath  to  a Man  in  mifery  is  deep.  > .,ui A n ■> T‘  v a 
Woa’d  you,  who  perpetrated  inch  a Crime,  ro,  on:  • 

As  frighten’d  nature,  made  the  Saints  above 

Shake  Heav’ns  Eternal  pavement  with  their  trembling, 

To  view  that  aft,  wou’d  you  but  barely  dye  / 

But  ftretch  your  limbs,  and  turn  on  tlother  fide. 

To  lengthen  cut  a black  voluptuous  flumber. 

And  dream  you  had  yourSifter  in  your  arms. 

Seb.  To  expiate  this,  can  I do  more  then  dye  ? 

Dor:  Oyes:  you  muft  do  more ; you  muft  be  damn’d : 

You  muft  be  damn’d  to  all  Eternity. 

And,  fure,  lelf- Murder  is  the  readied:  way. 

Seb.  How,  damn’d  ? 

Dor.  Why  is  that  News  ? 

Alvar.  O,  horrour ! horrour  ! 

Dor.  What,  thouaStatefman, 

And  make  a bus’nels  of  Damnation  ? 

In  fuch  a World  as  this,  why  ’tis  a trade.  >' 

The  Scriv’ner,  Ufurer,  Lawyer,  Shop  keeper, 

And  Soldier,  cannot  live,  but  by  damnation. 

The  Polititian  does  it  by  advance; 

And  gives  all  gone  before-hand. 

Seb.  O thou  haft  giv’n  me  fuch  a gliinfe  of  Hell, 

So  pufh’d  me  forward,  even  to  the  brink, 

Of  that  irremeable  burning  Gulph, 

That  looking  in  th’  Abyjl  y Idare  not  leap. 

And  no w I fee  what  good  thou  meartft  pay  Soul,  . • ’ , 

And  thank  thy  pious  fraud  .•  Thou  haft  indeed, 

Appear’d  a Devill,  but  didft  an  Angells  work. 

Dor.  ’Twas  the  laft  Remedy,  to  give  you  leifufe. 

For,  if  you  cou’d  but  think,  I knewyou  lafe. 

Seb.  I thank  thee,  my  Alonzo  : I willlive  : < , ■ 

But  never  more  to  Tortugall  return  .•  . , ; v a 

For,  to  go  back  and  reign,  that  were  to  fhow 
Triumphant  Inceft,  and  pollute  the  Throne.  ’ * 

Alv.  Since  Ignorance' 

Seb.  O,  palliate  not  my  wound ; , • \4  . 
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When  you  haveargu’d  all  you  can,  ’tis  Inccft  .* 

No,  ’tis  refolv'd,  I charge  you  plead  no  more ; 

I cannot  live  without  Almeydx's  fight, 

Nor  can  I fee  /limey  da  but  I fin. 

Hea’vnhas  infpir’d  me  with  a Sacred  thought, 

To  live  alone  to  HeaVn:  and  dyetoher. 

Dor  ax.  Mean  you  to  turn  an  Anchoref  ? 

Seb.  Whatelfe? 

The  world  was  once  too  narrow  for  my  mind, 

But  one  poor  little  nook  will  ferve  me  now  ; 

To  hide  me  from  the  reft  of  humane  kinde. 

Afffique  has  defarts  wide  enough  to  hold 
Millions  of  Monfters,-  and  I am,  lure,  the  greateft. 

Alv.  You  may  repent,  and  wifh  your  Crown  too  late, 
Seb.  O never,  never : I am  paft  a Boy, 

ASccpter’sbut  a play  thing,  and  a Globe 
A bigger  bounding  Stone.-  He  who  can  leave  .. 
Almeyd 4,  may  renounce  the  reft  with  eafe. 

Dor  ax.  O Truly  great/ 

A Soul  fix’d  high,  and  capable  of  Hea’vn, 

Old  as  he  is  your  Uncle  Cardinal!,  . 

Is  not  fo  far  enamour’d  of  a Cloyfter, 

But  he  will  thank  you,  for  the  Crown  you  leave  him. 

Seb , To  pleale  him  more,  let  him  believe  me  dead 
That  he  may  never  dream  I may  return. 

Alonzo,  I am  now  no  more  thy  King, 

But  ftiil  thy  Friend,  and  by  that  holy  Name, 

Adjure  thee,  to  perform  my  laft  requeft. 

Make  our  Conditions  with  yon  Captive  King  ? 

Secure  me  but  my  Solitary  Cell  5 
"Tis  all  I ask  him  for  a Crown  reftoYd. 

Dor.  I will  do  more  •: 

But  fear  not  Muley-T.eydAn  j his  fof  t mettall 
Melts  down  with  eafy  warmth ; runs  in  the  mould, 

And  needs  no  farther  forge. 

Exit  Dora)t. 
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Re-cnttr  A1  meyda,  led  by  Moraytna,  anifoBotvd 
by  her  Attendants* 

Seb.  Sec  where  file  comes  again. 

By  Hea’vn  when  I behold  thofe  beauteous  eyes, 

Repentance  laggs  and  Sin  comes  hurrying  on. 

Aim.  This  is  too  cruell! 

Seb.  Speak’ft  thou  of  Love,  of  Fortune,  or  of  Death, 

Or  double  Death.,  for  we  mu/1  part  Almeida. 

Jim.  I fpeak  of  ail. 

For  a!  1 thi  ngs  that  belong  to  us  are  cr  ueil. 

But  what’s  moft  cruel/,  we  muft  love  no  more. 

, O ’cis  too  much  that  I muft  never  fee  you, 

But  not  to  love  you  is  impoffible  „• 

No,  I muft  love  you : Hea’vn  may  bate  me  that. 

And  charge  that  Sinfuil  Sympathy  ofSouls; 

Upon  our  Parents,  when  they  lov’d  too  well.  (thine. 

Seb.  Good  Hea’vn,  thou  fpeakft  my  thoughts,and  I fpeak 
Nay  then  there’s  Inceft  in  our  very  Souls. 

For  we  were  form’d  too  like. 

Aim.  Too  like  indeed. 

And  yet  not  for  each  other. 

Sure  when  we  part  (for  I refolv’d  it  too 
Tho’ you  propos’d  it  firft,  ) however  diftant, 

We  fhall  be  ever  thinking  ofeaeh  other. 

And,  the  fame  moment,  for  each  other  pray. 

Seb.  But  if  a wifh  fhou’d  come  a thwart  our  prayers ! 

Aim.  It  wou’d  do  Well  to  curb  it .-  if  we  cou’d. 

Seb.  We  cannot'  lodk  upon  each  others  face. 

But,  when  we  read  our  love,  we  read  our  guilt. 

And  yet  methinks  I cannot  chufe  bur  love; 

Aim , I wou’d  have  ask’d  you,  if  I durftforfhame, 

! f ftill  you  lov’d  ? you  gave  it  Air  before  me. 

Ah  why  were  we  not  born  both  of  a Sex ; 

For  then  we  might  have  lov’d,  without  a Crime  / 

Why  was  hot  I your  Brother  ? though  that  wifh 
In  volv'd  our  Parents  guilt,  we  had  not  parted ; 

We. 


4 


(lip  ) 


We  had  been  Friends,  and  Friendfhip  is  not  Tnceft. 

Stb.  Alas,  I know  not  by  what  name  to  call  thee ! 
Sifter  and  Wife  are  the  two  dcareft  Names  ^ 

And  I wou’d  call  thee  both  and  both  are  Sin. 

Unhappy  we ! that  ftill  we  muft  confound 
The  dcareft  Names,  into  a common  Curie. 

Aim . To  love,  and  be  belov’d,  and  yet  be  wretched ! 
Seb.  To  have  but  one  poor  night  ofal]  our  lives  ; 

It  was  indeed  a glorious ; guilty  night..- 
So  happy,  that,  forgive  me  Hea’vn,  I wilh 
With  all  its  guilt,  it  were  to  come  again. 

Why  did  we  know  fo  loon,  or  why  at  all. 

That  Sin  cou’d  be  conceal’d  in  fuch  ablifle? 

Aim.  Men  have  a larger  priviledgeof  words, 

Elfe  I Ihou’d  fpeak : but  we  muft  part,  SebaJHarr, 

That’s  all  the  name  that  I have  left  to  call  thee. 

I muft  not  call  thee  by  the  name  I wou’d ; 

But  when  1 fay  Sebxjlkny  dear  Sebtjlktt, 

I kils  the  name  I fpeak. 

Seb.  We  muft  make  haft,  or  we  lhall  never  part. 

I wou’d  fay  fomething  that’s  as  dear  as  this  5 
Nay,  wou’d  do  more  than  fay  tone  moment  longer, 

And  I fhou’d  break  through  Laws  Divine,  and  Humane  j 
And  think ’em  Cobwebs,  lprcd  for  little  man. 

Which  all  the  bulky  herd  of  nature  breaks. 

The  vigorous  young  world,  was  ignorant 
Ofthele  reftriftions,  ’tis  decrepit  now  ; 

Not  moraidevout,  but  more  decay’d,  and  cold. 

All  this  is  impious ; therefore  we  muft  part : 

For,  gazing  thus,  I kindle  at  thy  fight, 

And,  once  burnt  down  to  tinder,  light  again 
Much  fboncr  then  before. 

Reenter  Dorax. 


Aim.  Here  comes  the  fad  denouncer  of  my  fate, 
Totoul  the  mournfull  knell  of  Seperation: 

$ 


.While 
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While  I,  as  on  my  Death-bed,  hear  the  found, 

1 hat  vvarns  me  hence  for  ever. 

[Sebaftian  to  Now  be  brief, 

Dorax.  And  I will  try  to  i i fire n . 

And  lhare  the  minute  that  remains, betwixt 
Tiie  care  I owe  my  Subjects  and  my  Love, 

Dora#.  Your  fate  has  gratify  ?d  you  ail  Jhe  can ; 

Gives  eafy  mifery,  andm^kesfeiie  plpfing;  *.«  - . 

I trufted  Mulej  Zeydun^l  a friend, 

But  fw  ore  him  firft  to  SecyeiV. : .ha  we.pt  < 

Year  fortune,  and  with  tears,  notftjueez’d  by  Art* 
But  fhedfrom  nature  lifce.a  kindly  ihower,: 

In  lliort,  he  proffer’d,  rriore  than  l demanded  ; 

Afafe  retreat,  ageBtfeli&qditude,iq  er-'V  ^ 

Unvex'd  with  noife,  and  undifturb’d  with  fears: 
Iehofe  you  0 ne.-—— 

Aim.  Odo  not  tell  raawhere  : . • ’ k . i. 

For  if  I knew  the  placed  his  afeode^  . L -a 

Ifhou’d  be  tempted  to  purfue his  flepsph- ..  ..a 

And  then  we  both  were;  loft. 
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Sib.  E’vn  pail  redemption. 

For,  if  I knew  thou  wert  on.  that  defigri,  , - " 

(As  I inaft  knbw,  beeaufe  our;Soabareor,e,-j  . . , i 
Ifbou’dnot  wander  but  by  fure.lnflincfy  > A n,\ 

ShouM  meet  thee  juft  half-way,  in  pilgrimage 
And  ciofe  for  ever  .•  for  I know  my  lov  e , . / j 

More  ftrong  than  thige,  and!  more  Jr  ail  :thah-tbou.ti  :ri  ]Q 
Aim.  Tell  me  :riot-  that  vfopl^jniiftcboafttiny  Crime,,  : > 
And  cannot  bear  that  thoirfhoud’it  better  love;  i : ■!->  ' \ 


Dor  ax.  I may  inform  you  both  : for  you  inuil  go. 

Where  Seas,  and  winds,' arid  Deharts  will  divide  you.  a ,;A 
Under  the  ledge  of  Atlasy  lyes  a Cave, C;;  nt  d:  . .jicolrL  iM 
Cut  in  the  living  Rock,  by  Natures  hands.* 

The  Venerable  Seat  ofholy,Flerfhites*'.~ A 
Who  there,  (ecure  in  leparated  Cells, 

Sacred  ev’n.tO'th'eMoors,  enjoy  Devbtionsvrii  jj  sa’k  - 
And  from  the  purliBgSineajBS iad lavage &uits,m  e/h  ucjoT 
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J|avc  wholcfbme  bey'rage,  and  unbloudy  fcift-.. 

$eh.  *Tis penmncetoo  Voluptuous,  for  my  Crime 
Par.  Your  Subje£fcs,confcious  cf  your  life  arc  few. 
JJutsJl  defirous  to  partake  your  Exile: 

And  to  do  office  to  your  Sacred  Perfon. 

The  peft  who  think  you  dead,  fhall  fc>$  difmifsM, 
|Jnder  ftfe  Convoy  till  they  reach  yaur  Fleet, 
silty.  But  how  am  wretched  Ito  be  difpos’d  ?. 

A vain  Enquiry, fines  I leave  my  Lord: 

Eor  all  the  world  befide  is  Banifhment ! 

Dor.  I have  a Sifter,  Abbefic  in  Te'rcsra’s? 

Who  loft  her  Lover  on  her  Bridal!  dayl-T—*  . . 

Slim.  There,  fate  provided  me  a fellow-Turtft  ; 
To  mingle  fighs  with  fighs,  and  tears  with  tears. 

Dor.  Laft,  for  my  ftlft  if  I have  well  fullfilM 
My  fadCoraraiffion,  let  me  beg  the  boon, 

To  fhare  the  ferrows  of  your  laft  recefs  t 
And  mourn  the  Common  Ioffes  of  our  loves. 


sllv.  And  what  becomes  of  me?  mufti  be  left, 
/'As  Age  and  time  had  worn  me  out  of  uft  ? ) 

Theft  Sinews  are  not  yet  ft  mueh  unftrung, 

To  fail  me  when  my  Maftcr.ihou^d  bg  ftrv’d  - 
And  when  they  are,  then  will  I fseaf  to  deash  j 
.Siftnt,  and  unobftrysd,tp  favehls  tears, 

Self,  Itye  heard  you  both  t4lv<irt%,  have  thy  w" 
Bug  thlJJf  AloftWi,  thing,  is  too  uojuft. 

I charge  fhee  with,  my  laft  Commands,  return) 

And  blefs  thy  F’iolmte  with  thy  vows, 

4»tmo}  be  thou  happy  too.  in  thine, 

L-aft,  Jet  me  (west  you  ail  to  S^crefys; 

And  to  Qoncgai'my  (hams  congeal  roy 
Do?.  J»t,  Mw,  Wi  fwear  to  keep  it 
4lm,  Now  I wow'd  speak  the  laft  farewell,  I cannot, 
It  wow'd  be  ftill  farewell,  a thousand  times  t 
And,  raultiply’d  in  Escho’s,  ftill  farewell. 

I will  mi  fpesiit  | but  think  a thoufand  thouiand  • 

Ani&tfseu  fipwyit  my  bit  Sthjtiw  • 


( 1$*) 

So  let  us  part  in  the  dumb  pomp  of  grief. 

My  heart’s  too  great ; orlwou’ddye  this  moment: 

But  Death  I thank  him , in  an  hour,  has  made 
A mighty  journey,  and  I haft  to  meet  him- 
( she  flaggers  and  her  Women  hold  her  up) 

Seb ■ Help  to  fupport  this  feeble,  drooping  flower : 

’This  tender  Sweet,  fofhakenby  theftorm. 

For  thefe  fond  arms  muft,  thus  be  ftretch’d  in  vain, 

And  never,  never  muft  embrace  her  more- 

Tispaft  : my  Souls  goes  in  that  word ; farewell. 

Alvarezgtw  with  Sebaftian  to  one  end  of  the  Stage » Women  with 
Almeyda  to  the  other, 

Dorax,  coming  up  to  Antonio  and  Morayma,  who  Jland  on  the 
Middle  of  the  Stage. 

Dor  Haft  to  attend  Almeyda  : for  your  fake 
Your  Father  is  forgiven  : but  to  Antonio 
Heforfeitshalf  his  Wealth:  be  happy  both: 

And  let  Scbajlian  and  Almeyda' s Fate, 

This  dreadfull  Sentence  to  the  World  relate, 

That  unrepented  Grimes  of  Parents  dead, 

Are  juftly  punilh’d  on  their  Childrens  head- 


FINIS, 
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Sent  to  the  Aolhour  by  an  unknown  band,  and  propos'd  to  be  fpoken 
By  Mrs . Monford  dr  eft  like  an  Officer . 

B Right  Beauties  who  in  awfull  Circle  fit. 

And  yon  grave  Synod  of  the  dreadfull  Pit, 

And  you  the  Vf per -tire  of  pop-gun  wit. 

Fray  cafe  me  of  my  wonder  if  you  may 
Is  all  this  Crowd  barely  to  fee  the  flay , 

Or  is't  the  Foets  Execution  day  ? 

His  breath  s in  your  hands  I will  f refume 
But  I advifey  u to  deferr  his  doom  : 

Till  you  have  got  a better  in  his  room . 

And  don't  malicioujly  combine  together , 

As  if  in  flight  and  fpleen  you  were  come  hither s 
For  he  has  kept  the  Pen  tho 1 lofi  the  feather* 

And  on  my  Honour  Ladies  I avow , 

This  Play  was  writ  in  Charity  to  you, 

For  fuch  a dearth  of  Wit  whoever  knew  ? 

Sure  Yis  a Judgment  on  this  Sinfull  Nation 
For  the  abufe  of  fo  great  Difpenfation : 

And  therefore  I refold d to  change  Vocation* 

For  want  ofPetty-coat  Pve  put  on  buff. 

To  try  what  may  begot  by  lying  rough: 

How  think  you  Sirs,  is  it  not  pell  enough 

Of  Bully  Criticks  I aTrouf  woo'd  lead4. 

But  one  reply* d,  thank  you  there7 s no  fuch  need , 

J at  Groom-Porters  Sir  can  fafer  bleed. 

Another  who  the  name  of  danger  loaths , 

Vow'd  he  would  go,  and  fwore  me  Forty  Oaths ? 

But  that  his  Horfes  were  in  body-cloaths * 

~ A third 


& ‘p  d ±i\f&&4frKLy  frOhd^dt  U 
&y  Eftrtimf,  if  the  FarUmc?:t 
}y  uUhui  rtf  Ml  Claret  frorn  BatfijhrtifiX, 

Jr  Fourth  {and  l have  done  ) mad?  this  exec? 
f de  draw  my  Swcrdin  Ireland  Sir  to  chafe.  : 

Hfd  vet  their  Women  gamy  Uggs  and  re  ere  no  (1:3 2 it 

}VeH%  / ‘,nay  march  thought  I and  fight  and  trudge^ 
put  of  theft  blades  the  jJcvjSa  man  will  budge- 
:f key  there  would  fight  frsjbft  as  here  they  judge, 

fferc  they  will  ftp  for  leave  to  find  a faint- 
p ix  when  their  honour  calls  they  cant  be  bought % 
fionoar  its  danger  feicud  and  wounds  is  fought, 

fojl  Fim>  i whether  fled,  or  wherfs  thy  dwelling, 
fVhq  can  reveal,  at  leaf  'ns  daft  my  telling, 
ynlefi  tkpa  art  Embark?  for  Iniskelliag 


Qn  Carrion  Ms  thofe  Sparks  denounce  ttieir  rage 
In  hoot  of  M$i  and  Lein  ft  er  free fie  fcg*gi% 
fVhat  would  you  do  in  fetch  an  Equipage  ? 

The  Siege  oc  per rj  does  you  G allants  threaten  ? 
2f pi  out  qf  Errant  fharne  $f  being  beaten. 

As  fear  of  wanting  meat  $r  being  eaten , 

Were  lift  like  honour  to  bp  won  by  fighting 
If?*  few  jfiji  Judges  would  there  be  of  writing^ 

- 


fpf  f}  Mjciike  Cowards  but  like  Cfjtkks  ■$£*%> 

fadjpipp  wean  thefe  yearling  <^dvji 

WfrP  ?n  ypurSpfuice  toe  are  jnfv 
/ lipy  Mdgp  and  write  and  fight ^ and^-^fove  by  hMyg 
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Don  Sebaftian,  King  of  Portugal!. 

•i- 

. 

Spoken -betwixt,  Antonio  and  Moray  m a.. 

Mor.  IT  Quak'd  at  heart  for  fear  the  Royal  Fajhion 
I S hon'd  have  [educ’d  Vs  two  to  Separation ; 

To  be  drawn  in^againfiour  own  defire , 

Poor  I to  be  a Nun]  poor  You  a Fryar . 

Ant.  I trembled  when  the  Old  Mans  hand  was  in , 

He  would  have  prov’d  we  were  too  near  of  kin : 

Difcovering  old  Intrigues  of  Love , li ke-  t’ other , ? 

Betwixt  my  Father  and  thy  Jinfull  Mottary  S 

To  make  Vs  S ifier  1 urk  and  Cbrijiian  Brother . | 

Mor.  Excufeme  there ; that  League  frou’d  have  been  rather 
Betwixt  your  Mother  and  my  Mufti -Father* ; 

’ Tis  for  my  own  and  my  Relations  Credit 

Your  Friends Jhou'dbear  the  Baflard , mine  fhou'd get  it . 

Ant.  Sup  pole  us  two  Alrneyaa  and.  Sebaftian  ? 

With  Inc  eft  prov’d  upon  us  : ■ 5 

Mor.  Without  quejlian  ( 

Their  Confcience  was  too  queazy  of  digeftion.  S 

Ant.  Thou  woud’ fl  have  kept  the  Councell  of  thy  Brother 
And  Jinnd  till  we  repented  of  each  other. 

Mor.  Beafi  as  you  are  on  Natures  Laws  to  trample  \ 

’Try ere  fitter  that  we  follow'd  their  Example 

' I And 


Andjince  all  Marriage  in  Repentance  ends, 

’Tis  good  for  us  to  part  while  we  are  Friends. 

To  fave  a Maids  remorfes  and  Confufions 
E’en  leave  me  now  before  We  try  Cmclufions. 

Anc.  To  copy  their  Example fr ft  make  certain 
Of  one  good  hour  like  theirs  before  our  parting  ; 

Make  a debauch  ore  Night  of  Love  and  Madnefs ; 
And  marry  when  we  wake  in  fober  fadnefs. 

Mor.  Vie  follow  no  new  SeSls  of  your  inventing , 
One  Night  might  coft  me  nine  long  months  repenting : 
Firji  wed , and  if  you  find  that  life  a fetter , 

Eye  when  you  pleafe,thefooner  Sir  the  better  : 

My  wealth  wou’d  get  me  love  ere  I con’d  ask  it : 

Oh  there's  a ftrange  Temptation  in  the  Casket : 
AllthefeToung  Sharpers  won  d my  grace  importune, 
And  make  me  thnndring  Votes  of  lives  and  fortune. 


■ 
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